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LAKE-COUNTRY RAMBLES 

' Much has been written about the Lake Coontrv, but few Lake Country books have 
been so observant and pleasant as Mr. Palmer's " Lake<Countrv Rambles." Mr. Palmer's 
unamtMtiotis volume hais simplicity and real appreciation ; he knows what he is writing 
about, and he gives sound aayiot.'-—Aaulemcy. 

' It would be almost impossible to imanne anyone unmoved to keen pleasura in th 
reading of Mr. Palmer's book on the Lake-land be knows and loves so weU. . . ^ It must 
sufl^ to recommend all lovers of Nature and good books to buy it and read it. It will- 
admirable test — be a delightful possession in Lake land itself.' — Vanify Fair, 

' One of the very best studies of Lake-country life that has ever been published, and 
there is no didl pase in it.' — London Quarterly Rttnew. 

' Qever and pleasant reading, 'rhe book is well worth the attentioo of those who 
coUea the literature of country Hfe and sport. . . . Mr. Palmer traverses many branches 
of sport, and never writes without intere^ and spirit. . . . The whole book is worthy of 
the country, which has nnany and fine literary associations.'— /W/ Mali Gazgttt. 

'A most fascinating^ and delightful book. Mr. Palmer knows his Lake-land thoroughly ; 
no phase of its many-sided life has escaped his notice. The spirit of the place is upon 
him, and hU pages reflect it with truth and vividness . . . and make the scenes he 
describes live before the reader in a manner which recalls the work of Richard Jefferies. 
We cordially thank Mr. Palmer for a most fascinating volume.' — Monthly Rtgister, 

' In his very entertaming book Mr. Palmer has l«t none of the aq>ects of the Lake 
district unpointed in words. He spends, as it were, a wh<rfe year — from spring to spring 
again— in Lake-land, and as the time comes round for each change of occupation ne is 
ready with stories and descriptions which leave no room for dulness. . . . Mr. Palmer 
writes as one who knows from experience the delights of a country \\ie*'—Daify Graphic. 

' It has the sweetness and lignt of the country and of country life in its pases. . . . 
Here is a volume by a true lover of Nature and a keen observer of her ways. Moreover, 
Mr. Palmer writes with happy toudies such as come of kmg communings with Nature. 
... It is pleasant to read a book of nature-studies like this.'— Z>a</r dutnick. 

' Mr. Palmer's charmingly written volume. ... If one woukl know what magic this 

wooderful district holds he must go to Mr. Palmer for farther guidance.' — Morning Leadtr, 

^ ' One of the most interesting topographical books that I have read for a Ions time. 

It is full of exciting climbing by night as well as by day. Mr. Palmer knows that delist- 

ful Lake Country well. . . . lliese are &scinatin|{ cht^ers.'— Taller. 

' No one need desire a more capable or well-mformed guide than Mr. Palmer, and 
those who have no intention of visiting Lake-land will find bis book delightful.' — Times, 

* Mr. Palmer must not be alarmed if his reviewers envy him. Those *' Lake-Country 
Rambles " of his have keen delight which a saint might covet.' — Daily News. 

' Could only have been written by one who has actually ramUed over the ground he 
speaks of ; the papers have the merit which intelligent observation at first hand almost 
tlwmf^'v^—}VestntotiaMd Gazette. 

'Mr. Palmer possesses in a ver]r eminent degree that true art which consists in dressing 
nature to advantage, and it b joined to a clear, natural, and picturesoue style. His 
book is one which it is a pleasure to read and a pleasure to recommend.'— Glasgow Herald. 

* These pe^es are all imbued with the most simple and unaffected poetic feeling, and 
mth a ssrmpathy keenly awake to the beauties of Nature. ... A book which is singulariy 
interesting and thoroughly readaUe.'— ^«ani!MM. 

\ In his pages we rmd every phase of the fells and lakes mirrored with affectionate 
fidelity. . . . One of the mosx fascinating books of country life that have appeared since 
Richard Jefferies opened the fates of his literary Arcadia. — Manchester Guardian, 

'Mr. Palmer is a most instructive and agreeable companion in exploring those 
characteristics cS. the people and country which, though less fiunlliar, are the very salt 
and essence of a proper appreciation of lake-land. Mr. Palmer knows the lake country 
thoroughly, and, what is more to the purpose, he is able to impart to the reader most o/t 
the pleasure be has made for \i\sdsi^.— Whitehaven News, 

^h very charming book on a charming district. • •, • It is hard, indeed, to assign a 
limit to the varieties of entertainment that this fascinating book c(»taina.' — Pilot. 

* The book ha^ the great living quality of faithfulness. The author renders rimply 
hot vividly just what he has seen, and, as nb experiences have been often adventurous, 
thb earnest accuracy results in a narrative power which constandy holds the reader. 
There b quite an Homeric flavour about some of the ^ktxxsJ' —Speaker, 

* The pleasant jotumal of a man who sees natural beauty with quick, dear eyes ; 
there seems to be no sport, no custom, or toil, or delight, about whidi he hs^ nothini^ to 
say— an are familiar to him, and are chronicled with an appreciation which %B infectious 
and advice which b ynhxtiA^'^Bookman, 

'A volume to be welcomed by all lovers of the Lakes.'— 5'«/irf«^ Review, 
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SHEPHERD UFE AMONG THE FELLS 

L A Link with thb Past 

A VOLUNTARY cxilc from the land of the fells is 
an old-time shepherd. Instead of among heathery 
wastes or rocky scaurs, he lives between dismal 
gray grass -slopes where the Pennine divides 
Lancashire and Yorkshire. Probably the heart 
beating within that stout framework which defied 
the mountain storms of fifty years ago oft turns 
from the new pursuits to the old. I met him 
on a cobbled road — ^what an abomination these 
inhospitable stones must be to one whose foot 
foe long fell soft and silent on the grass of the 
uplands ! — a weathered, well-made man, with hair 
and whiskers turning tardily from brown to gray. 
Shortly he detected that I knew and loved his 
own native land of the fells, and then, after rapidly 
reviewing scenes from many a lovely lake and 
valley there, our talk lighted upon some phase 
of shepherdry ; and then his eye kindled, and I 
knew him for what he truly was — a shepherd, 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

*You know that dale, eh? I well remember 
the time when all the high fells you can see from 
it were open and common to its farmers. Now 
they are cut up according to the size of the 
holdings. 

' Before that happened the shepherd's work was 
much more difficult Sheep-smits were a real thing 
then ; you had to know the mark of every farm 
for miles round, for, unhindered by fences, strays 
were always coming and going. Lambing-time 
was often late in May, and a hard time it was. 
The shepherd had to remain night and day with 
his flock, oft in a far-ofF mountain basin, where 
for a fortnight on end he might never meet a 
single person. If the weather came stormy, the 
labour and anxiety was trebled ; the ewes and 
lambs had to be seen to at all cost. One time I 
was four days and five nights without rest, for 
first a great blizzard and then a wild rain-storm 
raged. In my flock alone forty ewes died in those 
four days ; the total loss of lambs was impossible 
to reckon, for the whole lambing was spoiled. 
And I was in a sheltered position, too. At such 
times, and when we worked the highest grass at 
midsummer, our food had to be brought up to 
some pre-arranged spot — a rough hut made with 
turf and a few spruce branches, partially sheltering 
under some big rock. Often for two or three 
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SHEPHERD LIFE AMONG THE FELLS 

summer nights, when it was fine, we lay out on 
the open moor. If a spell of really wet weather 
set in, of course we came down nearer to the 
dales. During a thunder-storm we frequently 
were in danger. I have seen a score sheep struck 
with lightning — what a horrid smell is that of 
burning flesh and wool ! 

*At all times, fur weather or foul, our work 
was greatly lightened by our dogs. It is a 
pleasure for a shepherd to tndn them for his 
own use. You can't buy a first-rate sheep-dog 
i^th gold. When I began shepherding, sheep 
were much wilder than now, less in size, carrying 
but poor wool, thriving badly. Cross-breeding 
with the Scotch sheep has imparted a good deal 
of vigour to the mountain flocks, and the blood 
of Southern breeds shows in increased size and 
choicer wool. Often when wandering along the 
fellsides we shepherds used to sight one another, 
but, seeing that each had a flock of about four 
thousand, it wasn't likely that we could feed our 
sheep together. If we did come close, our flocks 
quickly got mixed, and there was half a day's 
work sorting them again. In those days, too, as 
wool fetched a better price on the market by 
about double what it does now, shepherding was 
the best-paying farm work. So there were plenty 
of good fellsmen to be got — men that could clip 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

[shear] and wash and doctor with the best there 
is to-day. 

* How did we manage to divide the fell up with- 
out fences? As I have said, every jfarm had the 
right to send a ntunber of sheep to graze on the 
fell in those days, as they have a claim on so many 
acres of pasture now. The owners of adjoining 
smaller farms combined to employ a shepherd 
among them. Of course, the bigger halls kept 
shepherds of their own. For farms on the right- 
side of the valley the shepherd claimed the land 
from their outermost wall up to the top of the 
watershed for width, and for length as fkr as the 
lowland extended. A shepherd might thus drive 
over a moor four miles long and ^ miles wide, 
with perhaps occasional excursions some eight or 
more miles. 

^A shepherd's first job in the spring was to 
collect the sheep, and to get to know their marks. 
Then he drove the mass to wha^ there was 
enough grass for pasturing. When you were 
walking among the fells' — addressing me more 
pointedly — *you would likely notice a great 
number of sheepfolds. These formerly marked 
the end of the "heafs," or pasturages. The 
shepherd's work was to drive his flock daily from 
one set of folds to the other. But, seeing that 
grass is sparse on these uplands— -many an acre is 
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SHEPHERD LIFE AMONG THE FELLS 

occupied with cliffe and beds of rock and scree — 
the shepherd had constantly to vary the level of 
his route. 

^Soon after the flock were on the fell-grass 
lambing commenced, when the more weakly of 
his conunand needed close attention. The sheep 
didn't make things any easier by wandering to 
as remote positions as possible. Lambing-time 
lasted four weeks as a rule, and after tlut the 
siunmer grass had fully come. As the days began 
to be hot, we used to let our sheep wander into 
the deep dark ghylls and the narrow shadows of 
the boulders while we took a nap. Sometimes, 
instead of sleeping, we passed the time in trying 
to avenge ourselves- of our natural foes. The 
raven and the fox particularly had levied toll of 
the weakest of our flocks at lambing-time, and 
now we had a chance. 

* I have heard people say that the raven does 
no harm to the flock, but simply eats up any dead 
bodies that may be lying on the fells. I have 
seen, and at that time knew many men who had 
seen the same thing, ravens descend from the 
great crags and attack newborn lambs. I say this 
while believing that hawks, magpies, and carrion 
crows do not do a fraction of harm to living 
sheep or lambs. But to talk about any or all of 
them clearing dead bodies away — it's sheer non- 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

sense. In three days the mountain beetles, tiny 
though they be, will clear every particle of flesh 
from a dead sheep, leaving merely a skeleton of 
bones and a few patches of wool The raven is 
very plucky in defence of its nest, and more 
than once I have heard of men being attacked by 
them when after their nests. It's exciting work 
clambering about the crags on the end of a thin 
rope. You will maybe have seen near fox tracks 
and earths short walls, and perhaps even loop- 
holed huts built of boulders. So rough are these 
that few save dalesfolk notice them. They are 
shelters for shooting from. At dawn and night- 
fall shepherds lie in wait in these places, and fire 
upon the foxes as they pass. Few of the shots 
are successful, owing to the poor light prevailing. 
The other ways of killing foxes include poison, 
traps, and digging them out of borrans. Many a 
score of fox-cubs are taken by the shepherds ; 
they are worth ten shillings apiece to masters of 
foxhounds in the low country. I have downed 
many a fox by finding its benk (or place where 
it lies out in summer), and then getting the sheep- 
dogs to chase it into the open past me. 

* The next job in our summer, of course, was 
washing and shearing, but it wasn't often that I 
had much to do with either of these. A good 
many sheep were drafted off about this time and 
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SHEPHERD LIFE AMONG THE FELLS 

sold Big flocks were sent into Scotland, and I 
generally got some droving. It was in the days 
before r^ways came into this part of the world. 
Sheep were then sent between buyer and seller by 
road. I remember, perhaps, best my first journey, 
I was then with a farmer not so far from Shap 
Fells — ^in fact, our sheep grazed on a corner of 
that big common. Our master and his neigh- 
bours sold altogether five thousand sheep to go 
to a farm which was being newly stocked near 
John o* Groats — right away up in the North of 
Scotland. John Todd and myself were picked 
out to drive them, and one Friday morning we 
were to start With our dogs at heel, we walked 
down to the lowermost farm in the dale which 
was sending sheep. It was a bonny morning. 
Skylarks, though the stars were hardly gone, were 
whirling up, singing as only wild birds can. The 
beck rattled down among the rocks and gurgled 
into the dubs. There had been rain in the night, 
and when the sun got up every grass-blade shone 
with wee drops. To a stranger, maybe, our dale 
looks wild and desolate, but to me it was home. 
We passed the school where I learnt my few 
lessons, and stopped at the next form — old Donald 
Morris had it then. 

* " Come in — come in, John !** called the old 
farmer, as our clog-irons rang on the paved fold. 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

" What, Jimmy ! is thoo gaen [going] with t* 
sheep?" 

*" Ay!" I said. 

* " Well, come on and have some breakfast wi* 
us ; we*re just sitting down." 

* But I was glad John Todd said nay, for the 
word "breakfast" put me by it [made me dis- 
inclined]. You'll understand what it is for a 
lad leaving his home-dale for the first time. 
We shepherds think a lot of home, though 
it means cold flagged floors, rough-beamed dark 
rooms, and leaking roofs, with whitewashed 
cottage walls, and maybe a straggly stick-heap 
outside. 

* Donald came with us, and showed us the batch 
of his sheep we were to take. 

* " They'll be a bit bad to manage, maybe, till 
you get out of the sound of the lambs," said he. 
" Here, Toss, Nell, get away by" [pass beyond the 
sheep]. 

< In a minute the dogs had driven the tiny flock 
out upon the dale-road, and there they were rest- 
lessly moving back and forward, waiting for us to 
commence our long drive. 

««*Noo, Jimmy," «ud the old man, presang 
the first crown piece of my own I had ever 
possessed into my hand, "mind thoo does as 
John bids thee. I remember thy father's first 
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SHEPHERD LIFE AMONG THE FELLS 

droving; it was frae here into Scotland. It's a 
lang while sen." 

* John called ** How-up I" at this juncture ; the 
sheep started forward, and away we went From 
the farmfold of Donald Morris I could see a little 
white cottage perched high up the brae — my 
home— and my heart grew sick for it. But as we 
b^an to push up the dale our flock of ewes — 
many of them leaving lambs on the hillsides 
around — began to show spirit. Every gateway 
they tried to rush ; at a leaning or lower piece of 
wall one or two surely attempted to scale it. 
Once or twice sheep wriggled through small gaps 
into the fields around, and had to be hounded 
back to the road. All the time a babel of bleat- 
ings filled the air, our crowd replying with guttural 
voices to the thin wailings of the lambs. 

* Every minute the row [tumult of sound] grew 
wilder and our sheep moved with more difficulty. 
Farm after fiirm was called at, or their shepherds 
joined their quota on to ours from the fields. At 
each place a billet of numbers and markings was 
given us, that we might prove our claim to any 
that might stray or be stolen during our journey. 
By about nine o'clock we reached the coach-road 
which leads across Shap Fell, and soon after this the 
flock seemed to accept the inevitable, and quietened 
down beautifully. Not for long, however, for 
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immediately we came on to enclosed roads they 
became very lively, especially when, with a wild 
blare on the horn, a mail-coach passed us just 
above Brougham Castle. They were scared with- 
out doubt, and it took us all our time to keep up 
with them. Will you believe it, that by eight 
o clock at night we were past Girlisle ? We had 
travelled, mainly at a run, over forty miles, and, 
sheep, dogs, and men alike, we were dead tired. 
The sheep were very hungry, too, for after leaving 
the open fell-road they hadn't stopped to 
nibble a single mouthful of grass. Next day 
we crossed the Border. We perhaps did not get 
quite so many miles done, for once our flock took 
a wrong road, in spite of all our dogs covdd do ; 

but, all the same, it was a hard, fast day 

What did you say i* 

* Oh, I merely asked if you saw Gretna Green, 
where there used to be so many runaway 
weddings?' 

* Oh ay ! But there was no blacksmith's shop 
at the bridge end, as folk nowadays say there was. 
There were three or four postillions at the next 
public-house, laughing of how they'd driven post- 
haste from Penrith that morning, with two couple 
of gentlefolks. No doubt the gentlefolks them- 
selves were in the house, but we didn't see 
them. 
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* After four days of hard travelling we had 
crossed the mountains behind MofFatt, and were 
getting near to Stirling. John Todd had again 
and again said this pace could not last, and now 
the sheep b^n to get more into command. 
Every day saw a mile or two less than the one 
before, till we got down to a steady twenty-one 
miles per day. The sheep were many of them 
quite footsore, and our dogs could hardly nuse a 
run. I remember quite well Stirling, with its 
great castle pitched on top of a tall crag, and with 
the beck in the valley below. Now we b^an to 
rest our flock every third day, and so crossed the 
lowlands and approached the mountains. Folks 
b^an to stare at the English shepherds, and 
wherever we stopped there was a crowd to ask us 
questions. The country began to look different. 
To Perth every field was cultivated ; they grew 
the same crops as on the lower land in Westmor- 
land, and a fair good yield there seemed to be. 
So fer we had b^n easily able to get a lodging 
each night, and a field to put the sheep in, but 
now there came to be fewer and fewer houses 
by the roadsides, and even inns were scarce. 

*At this lapse of time I remember but few 
names of places ; you see, the country folks pro- 
nounced them so much difiFerent to what they 
look in writing. One morning we left a village ; 
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almost immediately the road began to climb into 
the middle of the great Grampian Mountains. 
Our sheep moved but lamely and slowly. At 
mid-day, however, we had come on to a wide 
moorland, the road over which was overgrown 
with grass from scant use. In time we came to 
where the stump of a guide-post marked a parting 
of ways, and near this stood a Highlander in kilt 
and tartan. He looked at our flock as it filed 
past, then spoke to us a bit excitedly. 

*My companion knew Lowland Scotch well, 
and had picked up a bit of Gaelic about Perth on 
other journeys, but this man spoke a thick dialect 
which completely baffled him. 

*"Are we right for Inverness?" John asked 
again and again, but the man's reply, though long 
and earnest, contained not a word we could make 
out. Even the name Inverness was strange to 
the man, and, alas 1 we knew not any near 
village. The Highlander seemed, by his agns, 
to wish to tell us either something about the 
weather or the late hour for driving, for he 
swung his arms agsun and again in the direc- 
tion of the drooping sun. For some minutes we 
tried in v^n to understand him ; then John 
Todd said : 

< <« Well, Jimmy, he seemingly thinks we're on 
the road to somewhere, for he doesn't try to stop 
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us. So, seeing it's getting a bit late, we must be 
pushing on." 

'And on we went A last backward glance 
showed us that the Scot had set off along the 
opposite route. Now hill after hill was passed ; 
never a house in sight, only a wearying succession 
of gray, bare braes, with a sky growing dark. At 
nine o'clock we toiled up a long slope, fording 
a stream at its foot — just the same desolate scene. 
Night was fast falling, when John said : 

* ** Jimmy, it seems to me that that Scottie 
wanted to tell us it was far to the next village; 
but whatever it was, this is certwi — we'll have to 
sleep out to-night Canst thou see a hut or 
shelter handy for us and the dogs? The sheep 
won't stray far; they're overtired." 

* A big boulder of granite stood some fifty yards 
away, and under it we lay down, wrapped in our 
top-coats. It was a bright night till midnight; 
millions of stars glittered above, and a thin horn 
of a moon shone. Then the weather changed. 
From leaving Shap Fell to here we had only had 
one wet day, but now it made up for lost time. 
The breeze blew strong and cold from the west, 
and a great pack of cloud flew up into the sky. 
It began to rain smartly; there was a sudden 
sharp gust of wind, and everything was blotted 
out in blinding mist. My ! it was cold wsuting up 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

there for the dawning — colder far than a wet 
autumn morning on Shap Fell. I couldn't sleep, 
nor could the dogs, but John and our flock seemed 
to take the occurrence as a matter of course. The 
wind veered round about five o'clock, just as we 
were ranging up and counting the sheep — a diffi- 
cult job in the half-darkness — and in ten minutes 
the last shred of damp cloud was torn from the 
ridges around and the whole moorland was ablaze 
with day. Perhaps the outlook at sunset had 
been wild and gray, but everything now was fresh 
and green. Cheerfulness in life seemed to be 
renewed everywhere ; our sheep walked less 
tiredlike ; our dogs frisked about merrily. At 
mid-day we reached a small inn. There was no 
occupant within, all being, probably, haymaking in 
some invisible field, so we foraged for ourselves : 
a brown loaf and some cheese made an excellent 
repast after a fast of over thirty-six hours. Then, 
leaving money on the table to appease our un- 
witting host, we pushed on, hoping to reach 
some village ere sundown, which we did. We 
saw our sheep safely into a field and went to bed. 
•We had intended to stay two days in this 
place to rest our sheep, but on our very first turn- 
out John and I were collared and handcuffed by a 
couple of broad policemen. We asked ag^n and 
again what we had done, but they only grunted 
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out some words we could not imdcrstand. After 
ten minutes, in which a lively debate went on 
between the policemen, we were jerked along 
between them right through the village, stopping 
at last at a big house. A few words passed 
between our captors and the servant, and then the 
four of us were shown into a big room. Presently 
a big soldierly man came in; he walked with a 
limp, but he seemed to be a real gentleman. 

' He spoke a minute with the two constables, 
then turned to us, and said in English : 

* ** Well, what have you to say ?'* 

* ** Will you first tell us what about, sir ?" said 
John. " What's to do that we're brought here ?" 

* He looked a bit surprised at John's quiet way, 
and said : 

* ** YouVe brought here for sheep-stealing. The 
police tell me you have brought a lot of sheep firom 
the moors to this village. What have you to say ?" 

* John laughed, and I laughed too. 

* " Well if ever ! Why, we've driven the 
sheep from Shap Fell, in Westmorland ! Til show 
ye my proofs." And John tiu-ned a whole pile 
of papers out of his pocket, which the magistrate 
read slowly and carefully. 

* " Do you know Captain ?" he said a 

moment later, naming a man well known in oiu* 
district 
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* " Of course I do ! My ^ther used to work 
for him, and so I did myself. My brother is 
in his regiment, sir." 

' " What is your brother like, and what is his 
name ?** 

*John of course gave these details without a 
bit of trouble, after which the magistrate got up 
and shook hands with us both, gentleman though 
he was. 

* " Your brother is in my r^;iment, too," he 

said; " or, at least, it was my r^ment till ** 

and he stopped short and pointed downwards. 
He had but one foot ; that was why he limped. 
" Now go back to your inn ; I'll settle with the 
police." 

* When we got past the moimtains and through 
Inverness, we were met by two shepherds, sent 
from John o' Groats to meet us. Our flock by 
this time were a straggling lot Instead of moving 
in one compact mass^ they now generally covered 
some two miles of road, the parties going at speeds 
according to their strength. One of us with a 
dog had to walk in front to find the right road ; 
the other kept the sheep behind on the move. 
But these two shepherds helped us gloriously, and 
thirty-six days after we left home we finally 
delivered our flock to the man who had bought it 

*How did we get home agsun? John Todd 
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was a wonderful fast walker, and we made fifty 
miles a day from John o' Groats down to Car- 
lisle.' 

The foregoing remarkable journey was but one 
of many the old shepherd had made. He had 
driven sheep to Fortwilliam, at the foot of the 
Caledonian Canal ; had, when Barrow, now a 
great industrial centre, was a mere village, driven 
sheep to meet a brig which then plied between 
Peel Castle and the Isle of Man. The voyage 
took three days owing to contrary winds, and the 
poor animals ate every scrap of hay and straw on 
board the vessel. The shepherd had travelled 
South as well as North, and knew some of the 
walks of North and Central Wales well. 

Many other stories of his life did he regale 
me with, but nothing, perhaps, which interested me 
more than the following curious statement : 

* Sheep possess a strong homing instinct on 
occasion. In the old days, before steam was used 
for transport, time and again they used to leave 
the intakes they were bought for and travel many 
a mile back home again. This was, perhaps, the 
most remarkable case I ever met with. In the 
early days of cross-breeding a farmer bought a 
score of Cheviot tups at one of the Scottish Border 
towns. A day or two after reaching the farm, 
they, having been smitted, were put upon the 
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open fell, where they seemed to be quite at home ; 
but before the week-end the shepherd reported 
every one of the new-comers missing. Every 
flock ranging the common was searched without 
success, and the farmer was banning to fear they 
had been stolen, when a letter came from the 
Scottish sheep-walk saying the tups had returned. 
How they had managed to win home again across 
the width of three counties, and presumably along 
the great "drove road," is beyond my compre- 
hen^on. No doubt this tale is beyond your 
belief, but I have seen many nmilar instances, 
A wandering " stray " is no marvel in a land of 
shepherds ; but a body of sheep moving in one 
direction, influenced by a common impulse, which 
carries them over some sixty miles of intersecting 
road and through terrifying difficulties (to a sheep), 
cannot be anything but wonderful.' 
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II. At a Shepherds' Meet 

The sheep have been collected from the unfenced 
mountain pastures, and are now being driven down 
towards the valley for winter. Near the gateway 
into the enclosed fields the shepherd goes round 
to the front of the moving flock to let down the 
bars (or open the gate, as the case may be) for 
thdr passage. Two of his dogs are left to drive 
the sheep downwards^ the third accompanying its 
master. The gate opened, the sheep are allowed 
to pass singly, while the man posts himself in a 
position to clearly see the distinctive flock-mark 
on each animal passing. Should one not show 
this red or black sign, the nearer dog is signalled, 
and the animal is rapidly driven to an adjacent 
fold. After all have passed, the shepherd's atten- 
tion is turned to these enfolded sheep. The place 
in which they are standing is divided by a rough 
wall, and in the largest section the suspects are 
grouped. Posting a dog in the gap which serves 
as entrance, the shepherd goes in and examines his 
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* sorting/ Some are almost irrecognisable wanderers 
from his own flock, a great many truants from 
neighbouring heafs, while the remainder belong to 
adjacent valleys. The sheep of the home dale are 
shortly driven to their own intakes, and during 
this round of visits the shepherd receives many of 
his own * strays/ 

The remaining head cannot easily be returned 
to farms into the teens of miles away, so to obviate 
expense the Shepherds* Meet has come into ex- 
istence. Formerly of great importance, the festival 
has now fallen to the bare exchange of sheep and 
an excuse for holiday. The gatherings are usually 
at places central to a wide area of fells farms ; for 
example, that held at Mardale attracts the men of 
that dale, of Swindale and Mosedale, of Bannis- 
dale and Boroughdale, Longsleddale, Kentmere 
and Troutbeck. There are also famous meets held 
in Eskdale, Langdale, Wastdale, and at Thirlspot 
under the shadow of mighty Helvellyn. To these 
the shepherds of the various districts bring on an 
appointed day such * strays ' as have not been dis- 
posed of, and here come also those who have 
animals missing from their flocks. 

The shepherds working on that great wilderness 
of mountains between High Street and Fdrfield 
meet at the little whitewashed inn on the simimit 
of Kirkstone Pass. If you are lucky enough to 
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gain accommodation there on a night in late 
November, jrou will be roused at daybreak by the 
quavering plaints of many sheep. Shepherds are 
early risers ; as the day is mainly given over to 
amusement, they naturally endeavour to get all 
business done as early as possible. As you stand 
in the roadway, you see many knots of sheep 
moving towards the hostelry, in the narrow field 
behind which a labyrinth of pens has been con- 
structed. As the small flocks pass it, their bleatings 
are thrown from the squat white walls of the house 
as from an excellent sounding-board^ and the steep 
ribs of Red Screes echo the sound backward and 
forward, fainter each time, till it passes beyond 
the ear's perception. In the gray light the scene 
around is particularly wild ; above the great rocks 
carrion crows are wheeling and sounding their 
raucous notes ; in the lofty crag towering to the 
left of the great rift in the mountain wall a raven 
is croaking and a pair of buzzards skirling. 
Nearer at hand, unmoved by the stir and clamour, 
dingy sparrows and a few dirty-gray stonechats 
are flitting about on thdr morning business. After 
a few minutes passed in the road, comparing this 
noisy dawn with last nightfall, when the gray 
shades crept from eastward, blotting out distant 
mountains and well-like valleys ere darkness 
stalked down to this lonely place from the heights, 
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I turned to where the sheep had been penned. 
At my elbow was a young farmer of Troutbeck, 
in search, he said, of five animals which had been 
missing from his farm since last July. 

As the shepherds arrive, their quotas are penned 
separately, and all around is the buzz of conversa- 
tion from weather-beaten men, looking intently 
on each occupant of the rough constructions. 
Now and again I hear a voice claiming one for 
his own. 

*Ay, this is mine. Looksta at t' blue pop 
on*t nar [near] shoulder ?' 

* What's yer other marks, Mister Dobson ?' says 
a rugged veteran who seems to have constituted 
himself steward of this pen. 

*Well, noo, I bowt [bought] that fra Jack 
Briggs o' t* Lilehouse. It^U be horn-marked B 
on t' right horn, and D on t' left hoof. Hesn't 
it a " key " in t* right lug [ear] ?' 
. * Ay, Mr. Dobson, it hes.' 

The veteran climbs into the pen, and secures the 
sheep indicated, the loose hurdle is unbound, and 
Danny walks out with the animal between his legs. 
A struggling ewe is impossible for me to manage. 
Hold it as I will, I am dragged hither and thither 
at its pleasiu-e, and at last am fain to let go ; but 
these men have mastered the art of control, and in 
a few seconds the sheep's marks are checked and 
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it is driven through the rabble of men and dc^s 
to an empty pen. 

The Troutbeck shepherd is standing some yards 
away beside a pen containing five half-bred ewes. 
As I approach he turns, and remarks, with a 
laugh : * These are mine ! All together, and t' 
first lot I've looked at !' 

I congratulate him on his luck, then ask him 
how he will prove his claim. 

* Well, look here ' — ^he vaulted within the enclo- 
sure and laid hands on the nearest animal — ^all 
my sheep are marked with a R burnt on the 
horn ; there's t' same on t' hoof, wi' a red stripe 
down t' left flank like this. Well, anybody from 
our dale knows these marks, and if anyone 
doubted me I should bring some of them to 
prove it.' 

The ^shepherd and I walked round the strays 
still unclaimed ; the wan morning light had 
broken into clear day I noticed, but my com- 
panion, by his remarks on fells life and customs, 
kept my attention closely. Then he suddenly 
stopped, and, pointing to a single ewe folded by 
itself, he said : 

* That sheep '11 not be claimed to-day, I guess.' 
Then, turning to the lad in charge, he continued : 
* Jimmy, wharriver hesta gitten that fra?' 
[wherever have you got that from ?]. 
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* Why, it com into our flock three week since. 
Dosta know whar it belongs ?* 

* It's a gay way from here. Hesta seen Jimmy 
Green of Little Langdale about ?' 

* He was here five minutes sen. But he can't 
name it.' 

* rU fetch him ;* and ofl?" he went, to return in 
a minute with a long, lean man of the nervy hunt- 
ing type. * Noo, Jim, dosta name it? It belongs 
to t' priest at Seathwaite. Thoo's handled many 
a yan [one] o' his when we lived at Tarn Hall 
together.* 

Here followed a technical description of the 
marks distinguishing the flock of the Vicar of that 
remote mountain parish, and the upshot was that 
Green agreed to take the sheep to Little Langdale, 
till such time as he could spare a day to climb the 
steep pass of Wrynose, and tramp the seven 
miles of rough path down the Duddon Valley to 
where the sheep's owner lived. How had the 
sheep wandered so far away? I wondered ; the point 
at which it had been detected was thirty full miles 
from its rightful home. My companion thought 
it possible that the ewe had rambled over the 
fell to some mountain road, and along this had 
followed in the track of some flock which was 
being driven from one dale to another. It was 
likely that one such happening might bring the 
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ewe across all the enclosed ground between two 
commons, upon the second of which it had been 
captured. 

By this time the business of the meet was over, 
and mine host called me indoors, and half scold- 
ingly reminded me that the breakfast ordered for 
seven a.m. remained untouched now, after eight 
o'clock. My litde parlour, I found, had been 
invaded by a section of the shepherds, a few of 
whom joined in my meal. I had just got back to 
the front of the house, when the sound of a hunt- 
ing horn floated along the stony breast of Red 
Screes. The stirring notes rose and fell and rose 
again, dying off at last in a confusion of sweet 
echoes. A pack of foxhounds is always an attrac- 
tion at the Kirkstone Meet, and rarely does a 
good hunt fail them over the splintered seams and 
lofty slopes which extend for miles on either side. 
In a few minutes the pack arrived. There were 
no preliminaries ; the huntsmen amply stated 
that the hounds would operate in a certain direc- 
tion, and off they went, a knot of stalwart dales- 
men in attendance. Up the great hill the quest 
gradually wound. Every now and again a hound 
gave tongue, but no scent worth following was 
discovered. I could see men and hounds 
scrambling and dodging among the rocks above 
the first range of cliffs. Suddenly there was a 
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wild chorus ; the tiny objects redoubled their 
speed of ascent They stood out against the sky- 
line, a number of slender points, then went out of 
sight. The huntsman's pink coat had hardly dis- 
appeared over the rocky ridge ere another horn 
heralded the approach of the harriers. These 
last, with more leisure, cast off in a field just 
beside the inn, and, more fortunate than the 
others, had a scent almost at once. I watched 
them dash away, the hounds outdistancing their 
followers easily, till a fold of the fell hid them 
fi"om view. 

My interest was less with these sports than 
with the real business of the meet. Every ten 
minutes or so a shepherd would start off for his 
distant home with a few sheep, and I watched 
each out of sight. I engaged a few men in talk 
about their calling, but their words were not 
fluent, and little information could I glean. Then 
mine host, in a moment of slack business, presented 
me to a very old man, who, he averred, knew all 
there was to be known by humans of life on the 
fells. To this conunendation the whole company 
assented. *01d Jimmy knows everything about 
t' old times,' they said. 

After a few preliminary questions we got far 
into the past, and I was surprised to find the old 
gentleman, at the age of ninety-one, able to give 
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lucid expression to memories of his verjr young 
days. He had known Wordsworth, and Professor 
Wilson of EUeray, and a score more of the great 
inhabitants of Lakeland. Mr. Ruskin (who at 
the time was still alire) had on two occasions 
stayed the night at his house, but of that noble 
character the old man understood but little. 

At this point someone called in from the door- 
way that the hounds were running in fiill view. 
Out we poured in a great hurry, the old man as 
nimble as any, and moving without the aid even 
of a stick. We watched the pack gallop hard 
along the grass, then lost them a moment as they 
crossed a deep ravine. In less than three minutes 
the hare led them out of sight again over the 
ridge, and we saw them no more. The old man 
elected to tell the remainder of his story in the 
open air, and, scorning my offer of a chair, sat 
down on a low wall opposite the inn. 

* Now, Kirkstone was not always the place for 
this Shepherds' Meet. It used to be on the top of 
Kentmere High Street, a nearly level bit about a 
mile and a half long. Up there, after the sheep were 
all exchanged, there used to be horse-radng. You 
mightn't think a fell pony coiild get along quickly, 
but, bless you ! they are mighty handy in picking 
their way across ground covered with stones or 
peat bogs. Then there used to be a lot of 
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wrestling, with a few foot races and suchlike. 
Now things are different. When t' meet was first 
brought to Kirkstone, there used to be a guide's 
race up to t* top of the fell there/ indicating an 
almost inaccessible-looking spur of rock and scree ; 
*but that's been done away with for a bit now. 
And what wi' hunting both fox and hare, there's 
no time left for wrestling. Things are altered a 
deal in every way, and maybe it's as well t' meet 
changes like other things.' 

The old man had many stories which I shall 
not repeat here. His long life had been spent 
entirely among the fells, and he was a veritable 
storehouse of legends and old customs. 

The day passed on rapidly, and at evening 
there was a grand meeting of all the shepherds 
and followers of both packs. Events were fast 
settling down to the level of a * merry night' 
when I bade mine host farewell and followed the 
sound of the last departing flock. 
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IIJ. A Mountain Catastrophe 

I WISH it to be clearly understood that I am 
reproducing, without ornament or argument, 
the tale of a mountain catastrophe as told by a 
rheumy little man of sixty-five, the holder of a 
well-known sheep-farm among the fells. The 
scene in which it was tol^ to me was one of the 
bleakest tracts on the Lakeland mountains ; others 
of my party had pushed on towards the dale, 
leaving me to hear the old man's story. This was 
told in a strong dialect, reproduced with difficulty 
in ordinary English, and in this version I have 
tried to retain the simple directness of his narra- 
tive. 



* Joe Sumner was in charge of my sheep in the 
intake just beyond the pass-head there. In summer 
I used to go once a week or so to look my lot 
over, and, with Joe's help, to doctor any sick. In 
winter I always went up after a snowstorm to help 
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dig out any that had been caught in the drifts. 
Well, one December there was a fearfid storm ; 
the wind from south-east brought eight inches of 
snow to us in the lowlands. As soon as the worst 
blew over I harnessed up, took Jim, one of my 
men, and three dogs, and drove over to Joe's 
house at the pass-foot. He was waiting for us, 
and said that he was afraid a good many sheep 
were lost in a ghyll which had been drifted level 
He mounted the trap, bringing a lad to look after 
the horse while we were in the intakes. 

* The way up was pretty bad to drive ; here and 
there the snow had drifted right across the road- 
way, but the old mare pulled through easily when 
we had got out and lightened the trap. Just below 
the summit was about a mile of level nearly clear 
of drifts, and along this we rattled at a fairish 
pace. At the top we got out, and sent the lad 
back with the trap. It had been blowing pretty 
thin all the morning, but the first sweep into our 
feces from northward simply doubled us up with 
cold. The hills around this pass-head always 
look wild and dreary, but never so bad as when 
yards deep in snow. Joe and his dogs led us to 
a hollow in the fellside where in summer a beck 
rattled down in a score pretty waterfalls. This 
was drifted nearly level. 

^ Joe came to a stop at the bottom of this great 
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mass of snow — a hundred yards long, ten deep, 
and maybe twenty to thirty wide. 

* " I've been out since daylight looking up the 
sheep, and there's fifty-eight missing — ^twenty-eight 
of mine and thirty of yours. My dogs scented a 
few in Yew-tree Ghyll, and one or two nigh 
Borwen's Knott, but I hadn't time to dig any of 
them out. However, I think that the best part 
of them that is missing are in this ghyll, and 
maybe we'd better try to get the nearer ones out 
now." 

* A pair of spades were going very shortly in 
an outlying patch, where the dogs had marked a 
buried sheep. The snow was dry, and flew in 
great clouds like powder. I was watching the 
others at work. The breeze was — well, I said 
its first sweep was a marvel for coldness, and I 
thought it wasn't possible for wind to be more 
bitter. But as the minutes went on, it grew 
decidedly worse, so I took shelter behind a big 
rock. Of course, a wind could hardly blow over 
many a weary mile of snow and then be anything 
but freezing itself I whistled for the dogs, but 
they didn't come, and in a few minutes, wondering 
what mischief they were up to, I ventured out. 
Was that old Dobbin ranging on the road half a 
mile away? I whistled my hardest — dogs can 
pick up a further sound than a man, as any 
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shepherd knows : it stopped a moment, then 
turned and leathered heedlessly away. Black, 
Nan, and Bob were also on the road galloping for 
home. I coiddn't understand it, so called Joe up. 
He was puzzled as well 

* " There's something in it," he said, pondering 
like, as he looked around. ^^I bet it's fairly 
frozen the poor little b^gars out Whew ! I 
never knew it so cold as this, even on the 
pass!" 

* We were both looking northwards towards the 
dark lake and the dismal white mountains, when 
the great mass c^ a far-ofF range suddenly dis- 
appeared, and in its place a murky gray cloud 
seemed to leap from summit to summit in our 
direction. Joe gasped, and then turned with a 
yell : 

* " Jim, come on sharp ! There's a r^ular host 
of, a storm coming. Now, mister, ye'U have to 
step lively if we're to be over the pass before that 
great whirlwind of snow catches us !" 

*Down the snow-slope we ran, but we had 
barely reached the track before the gale was on 
us so strong we could hardly keep our feet. 
Beside which the snow whirled down so thick that 
we could hardly see one another even between the 
gusts. 

*I heard Joe's voice yell above the storm, 
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"Keep close to me, both of you!" I did my 
utmost, but as we got on to the plain [bleak] 
pass-head, with a wild skirl the wind got hold of 
me, and threw me headforemost into a deep drift. 
Fm not thinking you'll believe me, but I had a 
fearful job getting out of that. The wind seemed 
almost solid with pelting snow, and every time 
I staggered to my knees it knocked me flat 
agdn. 

^ In a few minutes I managed, in a lull between 
two earth-shaking blasts, to get on to my feet and 
make a rush for the road, which, at least, was free of 
snow. Then, jimiping up as each gust blew over, 
and running in the little quiet before another 
came along, I got to the top of the pass and down 
into a fairly sheltered cove. Here Jim and Joe 
hailed me with delight. They were wondering 
how I had come on, Joe holding that 1 was all 
right, and the other being equally sure that some 
big drift had got me. They had been knocked 
flat by the gust that almost buried me, after which, 
taking advantage of every slack in the storm, they 
had got to shelter a good ten minutes earlier. 

* After this we got down to Joe's house and 
waited — ^the sheep must stick [stay] for the present. 
The dogs, coming in long before we did, had put 
the folks out terribly. 

^It was near midnight when the snow passed 
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ofF and we made a new start. This time our aim 
was not so much to dig out the lost ones, as to 
collect and drive down every sheep we could find. 
It was bright moonlight when we set ofF; the air 
was stilly and the stars glished [gleamed] down as 
bright as if they were but a mile away. Have you 
ever been on a pass-head with mountains all around 
on a moonlight night ? Some folks call it sublime 
and awesome, but those words mean nothing to 
pldn men like me. Three of us climbing through 
drifts and along stony roads felt like we did when 
we were bairns, and ventured alone after dark 
where we believed ghosts and fairies lived. We 
used to cower along as if at every step we expected 
something terrible to happen, with our shoulders 
drawn in, wsuting for a heavy hand to strike us. 
I remember well my half-sobs and nervous looks 
around when I had to cross the wood beyond the 
stepping-stones, where a murder once took place. 
This time we didn't sob, though our other feelings 
were the same. 

* On the pass-head everything was so stiU that 
it was quite a relief when Joe whistled his dogs 
away to the top end of the intake, where a crowd 
of dark gray dots could be seen on the white. 
I sent my dogs to watch the further side, keeping 
them near the places where drifts had buried the 
fences. Our shouts and whistles seemed strangled 
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in our throats by that queer stillness; but, still, 
they must have travelled well, for the dogs made 
never a mistake. The air was cold, freezing cold, 
but it was still, and the chill was nothing com- 
pared to the searching bite of the wind earlier in 
the day. In about half an hour a mixed flock 
of my sheep and Joe's were being brought with 
loud bleatings down to where we stood. 

' Our return down the pass was done in dark- 
ness — if the combined shining of stars, northern 
lights, and the reflection off miles of snow, is 
darkness — after which I should have been glad to 
get to bed awhile. But Joe was determined that 
the sheep must be dug for at once; the great 
hollow where most of them lay would fill with 
water if a sudden thaw came, and any sheep then 
left in would surely be suffocated. He went the 
round of his neighbours' farms to pick up any 
men that could be spared, while I sent the trap 
home for what servants my place could do with- 
out Collecting workers is always a tedious job, 
but in four hours we had nine spademen mustered, 
and made a move for the third time up the drifted 
track. 

* Gray dawn was just coming when we got to 
the top of the pass ; the silence of moonlight was 
gone, and our company's talk made the dreary 
hillsides echo. We had plenty of dogs, so a few 
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of us went to Borwen*s Knott — a stifF climb, where 
every few minutes we seemed to slip back as far 
as we had dragged for?7ard. My back ached 
long before we got to where the ^eep had been 
marked, and I lagged behind to rest When I 
got up to the others, the dogs had marked down 
three sheep at no great depth — perhaps a yard 
or so — and the spades were clearing the snow away 
like mad. In a minute or two the sheep were 
clear, and we sent them ofF towards the pass-road. 
One of the dogs scented another close in under 
the crags of the Knott, and to get this out seemed 
like to give a lot of work. How do these sheep 
get buried, you say ? Well, it's sheep nature when 
a storm — wind, snow, rain, or the three together 
— gets to a certain pitch to lie down with thdr 
backs toward it Like that they bide [remsdn] 
till the worst is over, no matter whether they are 
buried overhead or not For a sheep can breathe 
easily through a covering of twenty feet of snow ; 
and as its body-heat thaws a little cave, the weight 
above, though it may be tons, doesn't harm it at 
all. The breathing-places on the snow can be 
picked out by a man if the sheep aren't far under ; 
but if they are, it takes a dog all its time to find 
where the beast lies. Now, as I was saying, these 
lost sheep at Borwen's Knott were right in among 
the rocks, and pretty deep down. The shepherds, 
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however, dug a deep trench in the drift which 
had plastered itself against the Knott, and after 
an hour's hard work the sheep jumped up not a 
bit worse. At Yew-tree Ghyll a gang got down 
to the sheep without much trouble ; one of them 
was so lively after passing thirty hours or more in 
a drift that it butted over three of the shepherds 
in making for the open. 

* Joe reckoned that twenty-four sheep were in 
the deepest part of the big ghyll, and that another 
score could be got at in a day's work. While the 
spades were banning work, I and two of my men 
took our dogs and went over the whole two in- 
takes thoroughly. At one spot we had a surprise. 
A hollow in the hillside not more than a yard deep 
had been drifted level, and in this were^ maybe, a 
dozen rounded lumps — tops of rocks covered 
with snow, we thought ; but my man Jackson, as 
we crossed the flat, kicked his foot against one, 
and found nothing hard. He stopped to examine 
the thing. It was a sheep, lying just as it had 
turned its back to the storm, not covered with 
more than a foot of snow. We whisded the dogs 
up, and as they came floundering along, fully a 
dozen ewes jumped up and made away. 

*«Ho, ho!" said I, "this find '11 make Joe 
Sumner stare. He'll have to alter his figures as 
to what's in that great ghyll if we go on like this." 
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* But though we found no other great number, a 
careful look about the walls and other likely places 
showed us where more lay. Altogether, our tramp 
about the intakes brought up twenty-three ewes in 
good strength and condition. One poor thing we 
found with a leg broken by a stone which somehow 
had split from the side of a rough outcrop, and 
another was in the pool beneath a force in the beck 
that runs into the valley, drowned. Joe Sumner 
was surprised at how we had come on. A dozen 
men working for their lives fairly in that great pile 
of snow in the beck-course had got three sheep out 
in as many hours. But their digging was coming 
near to a flat grassy spot where a dozen or so 
sheep lay, and here all expected success. And it 
was not long in coming. The sheep had clustered 
almost into one mass, and were lifted out one after 
another. In their haste the spademen had left the 
snow overhanging some four or five feet, and just 
as the seventh sheep was lugged [hauled] out, a 
big patch gave way, smothering everything for 
two or three minutes in a cloud of whirling snow- 
dust. When this cleared somewhat, it was found 
that two shepherds were still under the snow. 
Spades had been used before at some speed, but 1 
can tell you that was nothing to the rush put on 
now. For what's the price of a sheep to the value 
of the life of a man ? Tons of snow were whirled 
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a^de, and In five minutes the first man was reached. 
He had an ugly gash on the side of his head : he 
had been driven down with tremendous force on 
to the blade of his spade. But he was still con- 
scious, and reiterated weakly what we knew too 
well: "Jack Howson was further in nor [than] me." 
* The spademen stopped work not a moment ; 
for though a sheep can breathe through many feet 
of snow, a man suffers terribly when buried over 
a foot Soon a boot was reached, and in a few 
seconds the drift had been thrown aside sufficiently 
for Howson to be lifted out. He was pretty much 
dazed, but no worse for the mishap, and in ten 
minutes he again took his share of the digging. 
Immediately beneath where his body had been 
lying an old ewe was found, and seven more 
within some two yards. Altogether, thirteen 
sheep were brought out. Only five were missing 
from both flocks now— three from mine and two 
from Joe's; and as we couldn't find the exact 
places — the snow was so deep that the dogs 
couldn't scent them — where they were lying, we 
were forced to let them bide [remain]. They 
might have the luck, we thought, to live through 
till the thaw came, and the melting snow mightn't, 
perhaps, drown them all. Besides ' — and here the 
native shrewdness of the shepherd shone through 
the eloquence of the raconteur — * it would have cost 

41 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

a deal to dig the ghyll dear of snow — far more 
than five ewes at forty shillings apiece are worth.' 

Seemingly, with this the story was ended, but I 
queried what eventually became of the five missing 
sheep. 

*A11 lost in the thaw,' was the reply. *The 
beck flooded, and the drift sucked the water in till 
they were suflTocated, poor things P 
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rV. In Wild Weathbr 

Under its canopy of leafless sycamores the sheep- 
farm stands high above the next most remote 
dwelling in the dale. It is a pleasant place to 
dwell in during summer : the great fells clothed 
with green, spreading beds of bracken rise close 
around. A great rib of rock and scree almost 
cuts off the tenement, so that it commands only 
a narrow view of the long, almost level valley. 
But, though so close confining it, the mountain 
protects neither the buildings nor the farm land 
immediately adjoining from the fury of winter 
storms. When the air becomes filled with sleet, 
the fields and rough mountain roads stand mid- 
1^-deep with half-liquid snow. A hundred feet 
above, the clouds fly in dense ragged beards ; their 
damp breath penetrates nigh even to the cosy 
kitchen fire. The scene is cheerless: gray sky 
and grayer dale, relieved only with white where in 
the shelter of the rocks a small snowdrift resists 
the general thaw, or where in foamy spouting 
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cataracts the flooded becks are gushing. Dimly 
seen through the sheets of snow and rain, the 
sheep are cowering in the dips of the intakes^ and 
among them the shepherd is moving. 

As he returns to the steading for another load 
of hay — it were cruelty indeed to expose even the 
hardiest horse to the terrible * clash ' prevjuling — I 
walk out to intercept him. 

* Can I help you ?' I ask. 

For a moment he surveys my outfit of macldn- 
tosh^ l^gingSy and multifarious wraps ; apparently 
I pass muster^ for he says quite kindly : 

* Well, if you like ; but it does blow something 
cruel outside of the fold. You had better go back 
to the kitchen.' 

This put me on my mettle, and I declined to 
retire. Without another word, the shepherd slung 
a rope round a big bundle of hay, and helped me 
with it on my shoulders. 

^ Gin you manage it ?' he asked. 

It was barely possible, but 1 would not admit 
it, especially as he, a spare, bent figure of a man 
little more than half my size, was already shoulder- 
ing a bundle of about double the weight My 
load seemed to spread over my neck and head, 
driving my chin perforce on to my chest, and 
causing me to breathe with increasing difiliculty. 

* Now follow me,' said Ralph, as he staggered 
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through the wide doorway. Clear of the buildings 
the storm was raging more wildly. A heavy gust, 
almost solid with sleet, struck us, and at its 
onslaught I reeled against a convenient wall. 
When my eyes, dashed with water, took service 
again, I saw Ralph stepping ahead over the sloppy 
fold. The mountain of hay he was almost buried 
in proved a good point to guide by, though the 
start he had obtained while the gust held me 
prisoner gradually increased till it became difficult 
to see him through the films of ^ing rain. The 
fold-gate reached — Ralph had propped it ajar — z. 
bleating throng encompassed me. 

* Where shall 1 drop it V I called, my attention 
being for a moment diverted from my companion, 
and from a long way in advance his voice replied : 

• G>me on I it is for the ewes by the beckside.* 
To reach this point we had to face a short 

ascent and cross a tiny exposed level. This was 
the very vortex of the hurricane. No sooner had 
I stepped on to it than the powerful gusts hustled 
me round and round, dragged my load from my 
shoulders, and threw it yards away, depositing me 
meanwhile in a deep basin of snow-broth. The 
great dashing curtains of snow and rain and this 
mishap completely wet me though. It therefore 
seemed of little avail to abandon the job, so I 
looked round for Ralph. He was delivering his 
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forage to a crowd of pushing sheep two hundred 
yards away. I essayed unaided to lift the bundle 
in my charge, but not until the third attempt did 
it consent to balance on my shoulders. I now 
made a quick rush in Ralph's direction. My feet 
were far from as sure as Ralph the shepherd's on 
such slippery ground. The storm tumbled and 
tossed me about ; my unwieldy bundle, caught by 
the wind, whirled me bodily away, spun me round, 
then whisked me ofF my feet entirely. In ten 
minutes, and after three attempts, I got nearly 
three-quarters of my journey over, but so storm- 
tossed that I had to signal the waiting shepherd to 
come to my aid. He carried the bundle the rest 
of the way. 

For a moment the wild screeching of the gale 
among the crags above ceased. The dheep crowded 
round us, intent on getting their share of the forage. 
Poor miserable creatures they looked, for in winter 
these valley lands are at best unhealthy. The little 
corner Ralph had selected for a feeding-place was 
somewhat sheltered from the sweep of the storm, 
but the flock had trodden the ground into a perfect 
quagmire, from which they were now picking stray 
wisps of muddied hay. 

*Well,' said Ralph, *what do you think of 
them?' 

I had to say that the sheep did not seem very 
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first-class, to which the shepherd replied that there 
was hardly a flock in the dale in better condition. 
Fell sheep are brought down from the highest 
ground in November, and many are sent on 
to the marshlands near the sea for winterage. 
As this means certain expense, however, the 
farmer must in these hard days keep as many 
sheep at home as he possibly can. Should a 
protracted season of frost and snow ensue, the 
slender resources of hay and roots are soon 
exhausted, and then there is much suflFering for 
the flock. Ralph seemed to feel the misery of 
his flock as much as any of its individual 
members. 

^ But,' said the shepherd, * our sheep aren't as 
bad as they used to be in my grandfather's time. 
He says that frequently nearly one-half of the 
lambs never went to heaf again afrer winter. 
Footrot ' and lungworm used to kill them by 
scores. Now let us walk round the intake, and 
see how the others are faring. I fed them up at 
the top end before it was light this morning, and 
I wasn't sure all the sheep turned up.' 

Though the storm bellowed and hurled its 
forces against us, we struggled round that great 
enclosure. Even on the most exposed shoulder, 
in every cranny among the rocks, in every fold in 
the hill where there was anything like shelter, in 
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every beck-course, there were sheep. Back-turned 
to the seething gale, silent, mournfully chewing 
their cud. Said Ralph the shepherd : 

* It makes my heart bleed to see them like this, 
but, then, what can I do?' 

One sheep, after careftil numbering, was missing, 
and after a long search we found it. It had been 
wandering along the edge of the stream, and had 
fallen down the steep bank into the water. One 
leg was broken by the fall ; it was one of the 
most ailing of the flock, so weak that it had 
drowned in a very small pool. 

Our patrol over, I returned to the farm kitchen. 
How cosy a fire looks to one who has been 
s^i'^^ling against chill and damp furies for three 
or four hours I My return was hailed with a 
chorus of protests against ever turning out on 
such a day ; but I had seen something of the 
most unpleasant and fatiguing side of shepherd-life, 
which I could not fail to remember. 

Twenty minutes later Ralph left the kitchen to 
recommence his duties ; but flesh and spirit were 
alike weak, and I did not then accompany him. 
Till darkness fell, I watched from the in^de of a 
stout home the day's mood vary from whirling 
snow to thundering gale and to clashing curt^ns 
of rain ; then, as night really began, we drew fire- 
wards. 
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^Where's Ralph? Hesn't he come in yet?' 
asked the old fanner from the depths of his 
chain 

' He's just gone round to let his dogs out,' was 
the reply. *He says there's some sheep want 
driving in a bit for the night/ 

At this the shepherd himself opened the door. 
He was dripping wet, but that was what he had 
been all day, and in his eyes lived tiredness. 

* Will some of you come and give me a hand 
with the sheep from the top end? I'll have to 
have them nearer if they're to be looked at again 
to-night.' 

Three of us promptly offered our services. 
Lanterns were brought, and soon we started. 
Even with our lights not more than ten yards 
could be seen. Soon I lost touch with the others, 
and for an hour wandered about the storm-swept 
fellside. Then in the lulls I began to hear men 
and dogs and sheep on the move : the others were 
bringing the flock towards the farm. These men 
had had an exciting time ; snow-fringed ghylls and 
slippery rock-faces had provided real dangers to 
avoid. 

Home at last ! The wearied Ralph, divesting 
himself of several layers of outer garments, went 
off to bed. We leisured ones sat by the fire- 
side awhile, yarning of fox and sheep and dog 
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and bird — the sport and work of a mountain 
farm. 

The winter dragged on to its weary dose. 
Many days of tempest came, and were calmly 
endured. When the weather allowed it, we wan- 
dered after sport : sometimes a pack of foxhounds 
was in the vicinity, or the guns were brought out 
for a shot at migratory wild-fowl. Februarjr ended 
in genial weather, and for a few days of March it 
continued. After this came an ominous gradual 
change in the weather. 

For a fortnight or so the bitter east winds raged 
among the mountains and hissed into the dalehead 
through the narrow passes. But this was seasonable. 
In a few more days these fierce blasts would exhaust 
themselves, and more genial weather follow. But, 
instead of clearing away, the clouds, our constant 
companions during the long drear winter, crept 
further down the rugged braes, and occasional 
snowflakes hovered in the air. In those scant 
moments when the gale whirled the beleaguering 
gray masses aside and showed the uplands, we 
could see that snow-squalls had been frequent. 
The glasses at the farm portended unsettled 
weather, and in the Beck Hause flocks lambs 
were banning to come. For three days every 
hand, in varying d^ees of efficiency, had been 
working restlessly, almost frantically, tending the 
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sheep and the newly-arrived lambs. It was im- 
possible to provide shelter for the two thousand 
sheep on the holding, so the ewes likely to lamb 
within the next three days were driven into the 
most sheltered intake — a bleak place at best in 
this * snerping ^ wind. 

At mid-<iay the white fury whirled down ; the 
strong sunshine of spring was cut off by the 
advancing storm, and we were groping in semi- 
darkness. So dense were the snow-wreaths that 
no further than ten yards could be seen at any time, 
and long ere sunset the ancient horn lanterns were 
bdng used by the shepherds. When struck by a 
storm, sheep generally get to the cover of the 
nearest wall or bed of boulders, and to this trait 
we owed much during the hours of stress which 
now followed. 

A succession of patrols went round the intakes, 
in which ewes and lambs were huddling in scanty 
shelter. The storm grew wilder; the snow lay 
inches deep. I had charge of a small hovel among 
the farm buildings, where a score of ewes which 
had already lambed had been driven. So intensely 
nervous is the average sheep that a light had to be 
kept burning in the shed, and I had to accustom 
them to my presence. If my candles had blown 
out, I was assured that every sheep, in her anxiety, 
would have endeavoured to ^mother' her lambs 
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close to her, with the result that in the confusion 
most of them would have been trampled upon. 
Now and again a panic would begin. The sheep, 
resdessly moving about, would break into plaintive 
bleatings ; but at a word they would be pacified, and 
relapse into silent suffering. At about midnight 
the door was opened, and one of the maid-servants 
relieved me. No one would go to bed till the 
storm had spent its violence. The gale outside 
was fearful, and I was badly thrown about in my 
attempt to cross the few yards to the kitchen door. 
The other females of the house were busy trying 
to persuade two little lambs which were lying on 
the hearthrug to drink some cow's milk. These 
poor things were orphans of an hour, for their 
mother had died from exposure soon after giving 
them birth. The shepherd had picked the unfor- 
tunate little mites up, covered them with his great- 
coat, and carried them gendy to the warmth and 
care of the kitchen. I asked casually where the 
other shepherd was. No one had seen him since 
he set out, four hours ago, to look over the flock 
out^de the lambing intake. * Maybe he had come 
across some ewes lambing which hadn't been ex- 
pected yet.* After swallowing some supper — I 
was hungry, else the heat and stench of the hovel 
I had just left would have destroyed my appetite 
— I went into the hall to glance at the glass. 
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The storm still continued, and I prepared to go 
with Jack the shepherd through the lambing in- 
take. Lanterns and dry coats were ready for us 
— ^you live in l^gings on a farm some thirteen 
hundred feet above sea-level in winter — ^and soon 
we were outside. The blizzard beat into our 
faces as we groped aci'oss the fold to the gateway. 
Immediately we passed this, Jack pulled my sleeve, 
indicating that we should go right ahead. It was 
no use speaking, for the loudest himian voice 
would have been lost in the storm-clamovu-. The 
lambing intake was about one-third of a mile long, 
on the 'lown'd/ or leeward, side of the valley, 
and the sheep were on the farther side. 

We had almost got across the space in the face 
of the howling tempest, when Jack, taking advan- 
tage of a momentary cessation of the gale, shouted : 
* We'd better go up this ghyll — there's likely one 
or two in it.' Accordingly, we plunged into a 
drift-bounded hollow, and, peering to right and 
left as far as the feeble rays of our lantern gave 
light, gradually ascended it. But not a fleece could 
we discover ; some of the snow-banks, indeed, were 
deep enough to have overwhelmed a flock. At 
last the shepherd turned his glinmier of light on 
to a rounded hummock in the spreading white. 
Something told his practised eye that a sheep was 
lying here under the lee of a big boulder (the 
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rounded hummock), and in a few seconds we dis- 
entombed it. The snow was only a few inches 
thick, but the ewe's position was one of great 
danger. We quietly drove it to the shelter of the 
wall. 

We had walked down some way before we 
came upon other sheep, and here was one which 
had just lambed. The poor little creatures were 
lying on the freezing snow-crust, while their 
mother made frantic efforts in her weak condition 
to lick them dry. If a lamb is exposed to severe 
cold for even a short time at this stage of esdstence, 
it never recovers. The shepherd forced the lambs 
to swallow a little milk, and in a while they were 
standing upright and out of immediate danger. 
As we followed down the wall the sheep seemed 
to know us, and watched us come and go without 
terror. Perhaps they found some company on 
that wild night in the periodic lantern visits. 
Towards three a.m., wet through with the sleet and 
mist, with hands almost frozen, we returned to 
the farmstead, to be told that the other shepherd 
had not yet come in, and that some harm might 
have befidlen him. Though the wind was shriek- 
ing over the pitch-dark dale, and the cold was, 
seemingly, more intense; though the snow-blizzard 
had gradually developed into an awful sleet, and 
the snow-wreaths were piled high — ^it was no time 
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to draw back, to wait for help and daylight The 
shepherd's favourite dog was brought out, and 
three of us tramped sorely and wearily back into 
the darkness. For awhile we beat the boundaries 
of the intake closely, visiting every corner where 
a sheep might have been lying, without avail. 
Then, as we passed a narrow gully, the old dog 
gave a sign for which we had been looking. In 
a few minutes we had located the portion of drift 
in which Ralph was lying, and ere long we saw a 
portion of cloth in the excavation we made. A 
couple of minutes later we were carrying the 
senseless body towards the farm. 

When he recovered consciousness, the shepherd 
stated that he had looked over the sheep in the 
further intake, and was returning, when his footing 
on the snow gave way and he was hurled some 
little distance down. At the end of his fall his 
head struck against something hard, and he imme- 
diately lost consciousness. The next thing he 
remembered was being * brought round ' in the 
farm kitchen. Of course, it was Providential that 
we commenced the search so opportunely, but our 
best efforts would have been in vain had not the 
good old dog given us the right direction in which 
to dig. 

The night dragged on wearily. Long ere day- 
break we were all tired out, but our task was too 
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important to be allowed to lapse. A few more 
lambs were born, some to die from their exposure, 
whilst others were saved. With the first glimpse 
of coming day the sleet gave way to cold, pelting 
r^n. In a very short time the white garb of the 
dale had turned a sloppy discolour, and we were 
splashing about through knee-deep slush. By 
ten a.m. the thaw had apparently well set, and 
the mountain torrents began to make their voices 
heard through the quieting gale. We had some 
anxious moments searching the ghylls down which 
floods were beginning to surge; count and patrol 
as we would, a score sheep could not be ac- 
counted for, and it was very possible that they 
were in some of the numerous gullies. The way 
in which the rising streams soaked and lapped 
over the drifts which here and there had formed 
in their courses was sufficiently suggestive of the 
fete of any ewe therein entombed. The dc^s — 
the shepherd's only resource — were quickly brought 
out, and before long spades were being wielded in 
one or two of the ghylls. At one point the dogs 
stopped on the level, wet snow-fields. * Bruce 
Ghyll !' muttered one of the shepherds. A week 
previously we had scrambled up this narrow ravine, 
but now there was no sign of it. However, we 
b^an to dig, and in a while had uncovered three 
sheep — two alive, and one smothered in the sodden 
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drift. The dogs gave no further attention to the 
snow, so we moved on, and in a few minutes were 
standing by the edge of a tiny fold in the steep 
hillside. Here was a small basin, some two score 
yards in width, and maybe a yard and a half deep, 
but level with drifted snow. The three dogs ran 
over the surface, giving deep barks as they came 
opposite where a sheep was buried and scratched 
the surface. In the drift were our remaining 
* missing ' — all safe, and not far beneath the 
surface. We had hardly got them released before 
the wind shouted an angry warning from the 
mountains, followed by a tremendous snow-squall, 
during the passage of which it was difficult to 
stand upright. When this had spent itself, and 
was being followed by a downpour of rain, we got 
back to the farmhouse. The damage done by the 
storm so far was twenty-nine lambs and seven 
ewes dead. Had our lambing season been more 
advanced. Beck Hause, from its great altitude 
and bleak aspect, woidd have suffered terribly. 
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This chapter may be described as a collection of 
the ' fell-walking ' records of Lakeland, with as 
much comparison in fact and figure as may interest 
the general reader. They are not competitive 
events in accordance with the common use of the 
word * record'; but primarily, at all events, were 
carried out that men might look back in after- 
years to the time when they were strong and 
active, and could climb mountain after mountain. 
As a comparison of the walking and climbing 
powers of the men to be mentioned, no account 
can be absolutely accurate. No two parties take 
precisely the same routes in their walks, each 
avoiding some particular variety of fell-land — 
scree, boulder, crag, or bog — and the value of 
these avoidances varies in the estimates of other 
men. The admixture of road and fell over which 
these walks have been taken is unfavourable to 
exactitude, for a point-to-point record, involving 
a condderable stretch of level, may not really be 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

so gigantic a task as a twenty-four hours* walk 
over felJs exclusively. Another element which 
cannot be resolved into figures is the weather, 
which, as in aU outdoor events, is an important 
factor towards success. An unexpected snow- 
squall, a freezing gale, or a dense mist, may 
completely stop a walk ; whereas on bright, cool 
days, with dry surfaces underfoot, great distances 
are compassed with ease. 

In this comparison a few rules with r^;ard to 
figures have been more or less followed, but 
circumstances often make any systematic treatment 
useless. While miles walked on the road may be 
classed as units, the ^tigue of each mile over 
mountain-land varies con^derably. According to 
one eminent authority, the average fell mile is 
equal to two by road. When screes or boulders 
are n^otiated, each mile will be more difiUcult ; 
while when great ascents are climbed, the unit 
may equal as many as four ordinary miles. The 
energy required in crossing grassy moors, on the 
other hand, may not be more than equal to road 
work, but is best assessed as ranging from one and 
one-eighth to one and a half, according to slope 
and climatic conditions. Boggy stretches, how- 
ever, make sport with figures — after a wet period 
their passing is often as exhausting as the hardest 
ascents; in dry times they are quite easily dealt 
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with. The in-and-out nature of the figures quoted 
below must be attributed to such accidentals as 
these. When record making, some men take all 
favourable slopes at a run, and this mode of 
progression is very wearying, though the rapid 
waste of power may not be noticed at the time. 
Others, to save too severe concussion of foot and 
1^ muscles, walk down such places, when the 
fatigue mileage must be only increased by one-half 
to compensate. 

In general, ^ fell walks ' resolve themselves into 
two classes, the first including attempts to pass a 
specified number of points in the shortest possible 
time ; the second, records in which the time only is 
approximately fixed. It must also be remembered 
that these long walks only attract a few men in a 
generation, and whole decades have passed without 
anything noteworthy being done. During the 
past few seasons more than usual attention has 
been given to the sport, and it is to be hoped that 
still greater interest will be aroused. 

A fell walk calls for more than speed and 
strength ; vigilance of eye and foot must combine 
to cope with the ever-changing level. There must 
be a certsdn ^ hold-back ' of power to change, as a 
flash, stride into leap, walk into run. The ability 
to journey accurately through damp mist ; the 
strength and endurance to cope with the sterner 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

side of the weather ; the precise knowledge of 
locality ; the instant recognition of the ^ntest 
landmark or sign of Nature, and its application to 
rectify any error — ^without these a long fell walk 
cannot be carried out. 

Then, of course, a man must be trained to the 
task — that is, if he is to do it with the greatest 
possible ease. Few of the men who have done 
these enormous walks could be termed * trained,' 
by any stretch of the imagination. This form of 
athleticism is different from any other popular 
sport, and the training requisite is therefwe of a 
different kind. The man must not be too finely 
drawn, as a good deal of ^ substance ' is required. 
A fell walker is constantly jolting himself as he 
copes with the ground, leaping here, balancing 
himself on a rock pinnacle there, and unless there 
was a considerable reserve force no man would be 
equal to the task. 

All the fell-walldng records have been made 
over three great mountsdn groups : Skiddaw, 
lying to the north of the Greta, including the 
peaks of Skiddaw (3,054 feet) and Saddleback or 
Blencathra (2,847 ^^)* About twelve miles south 
of this is the Scawfell range, the backbone of the 
Lake District, l3nng at the heads of Borrowdale, 
Langdale, Wastdale, and Eskdale, and comprising 
three main peaks — Scawfell (3,163 feet), Scawfell 
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Pike (3,208 feet), and Great End (2,984 feet). 
These are divided by Eskhause from the Bowfell 
Chain (2,960 feet), and by the Styehead Pass 
from Great Gable (2,949 feet) and its kindred 
giants. This district contains the roughest and 
highest ground in England ; in fact, its rocky 
slopes afford the crag-climbing which has given 
the Lake District a name for such work. Hel- 
vellyn is the remaining mountain mass, divided 
from the Scawfell group by a long moor, some 
1,800 feet in average altitude, and nine miles in 
breadth, and from the Skiddaw group by the vale of 
the Glenderamakin. It divides the Thirlmere and 
Legburthwaite valleys from Patterdale and Gras- 
mere, its chief peaks being Helvellyn (3,118 feet), 
and Fdrfield (2,863 ^^0 across the Grisedale Tarn 
depression. The rest of the country is furrowed 
into deep, narrow valleys. 

The pioneer in * record walking ' was the Rev. 
T. M. Elliott, of Cambridge, who in the early 
sixties made the round of the fells surrounding 
Wastdalehead. After scaling Scawfell, he passed 
over Scawfell Pike and Great End into the Stye- 
head Pass. From here he climbed the Great 
Gable, whence, keeping on the highest ground, he 
walked, by way of Kirkfell, the Pillar Mountain, 
and the Steeple, to Red Pike and Stirrup Crag, 
finishing at Wastdalehead. His time was eight 
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and a half hours, during which 6,500 feet were 
ascended, and a round of some fifteen miles 
covered, requiring energy sufficient for thirty-eight 
level miles. Practically all the walking was done 
on ground more elevated than 1,500 feet Mr. 
Elliott, who did much Alpine climbing, met his 
death by falling from a glacier, July, 1869. 

In the spring of 1870 a notable walk was per- 
formed by Mr. Thomas Watson, of Darlington, 
and Wilson, the Lodore guide. For the height 
ascended, the distance covered, and the rapidity 
with which it was executed, this excursion ranks 
high. The pair left Keswick just before mid- 
night, and covered the nine miles to Seathwaite 
by 2 a.m., thence making for ScawfeU Pike, where 
they were greeted by a most unwelcome snow- 
squall. They next wended their way through 
Langdalehead, and across the Stake Pass to 
Wythburn and Helvellyn, where, the mist being 
very dense, they more than once lost their way. 
During a most unfavourable evening they ascended 
Saddleback and Skiddaw, the strong wind over 
the forest compelling them to progress over the 
more exposed portions on hands and knees. The 
walk was concluded at 7.45 p.m., and in figures 
works out to — Total elevation, 10,507 feet ; time, 
2of hours ; distance in miles, 48 ; equivalent on 
the level, 74 miles. 
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Ag^n for several years no fresh record was 
made, till a well-known member of the Alpine 
Club tried to climb Bowfell, Scawfell Pike, Hel- 
vellyn, and Skiddaw in one day. Accompanied 
by old Mackereth, the Langdale guide, he barely 
succeeded. His general course has been adopted 
as the * four fells record ' of later climbers. The 
total distance was forty-one miles, of which six- 
teen and a half were over the fells. In fatigue 
the route was equivalent to fifty-seven miles level. 
The total of elevation reached 9,000 feet. 

The first successful attempt to cut this was by 
the brothers Tucker, in June, 1878. They left 
Elterwater at 4.20 a.m., and reached the summit 
of Bowfell in the remarkable time of one hour 
forty minutes. The day now developed extreme 
heat, the thermometer reaching 78® in the shade. 
Passing over the rough crags to Eskhause, 
they scaled Scawfell Pike by 8 a.m., and then 
b^n the long descent into Borrowdale and to 
Keswick. At two o'clock the four were standing 
on the top of Skiddaw — a very fast performance, 
averaging four and a half miles per hour on the 
road, and just over two on the fell. This speed 
was too good to last, and Helvellyn, some fifteen 
miles away over fairly even ground, took six hours 
to reach, but this period included refreshments. 
Getting their second strength, the long descent 
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to Grasmere was soon reached, whence a couple of 
miles over Red Bank would have finished the 
route. But, as the brothers elected to walk home 
by way of Rydal and Ambleside, the record route 
received an addition of ten miles, Elterwater not 
being reached till 11.58 p.m. The total time was 
nineteen hours thirty-eight minutes, and the pace 
over the whole approached three miles per hour. 
The four brothers — one of whom is now Bishop 
of Uganda, and another a well-known landscape 
artist — ^were fine lusty men, hardened to the fell, 
and renowned walkers. 

The above figures represented the record until 
August, 1895, when Messrs. Dawson, Poole, and 
Palmer made an attempt At i a.m. on a wet 
morning Mr. J. J. Astley started the party from 
Elterwater Common. The clouds were soon 
climbed into, and then commenced the grope up- 
wards. Bowfell caern was reached by 3.20 a.m., 
fully forty-five minutes behind the record, after 
which the trio made for Eskhause. At no period 
was a greater distance than a hundred yards clear, 
and consequently the path was soon lost. The 
rugged beauty of the crags in Ewer Gap, with 
the dark brooding Angle Tarn beneath, may be 
appreciated in broad daylight ; but when torrents 
of rain and the coldness of the hour before dawn 
are added, the scene becomes dreadful rather than 
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sublime. At one stage the party came to a very 
steep declivity, and were preparing to descend, 
when a whirl of wind sent the mist clear from 
below. There, at the foot of a precipice, on the 
brink of which the three stood, was Angle Tarn ; 
an advance of a few more yards would have put 
them in a precarious position. With Eskhause 
lighter banks of mist were reached, and the less 
pronounced darkness pointed to sunrise. Palmer, 
who had injured his knee in crossing one of the 
crag-beds, now began to move with difficulty, and 
within five minutes of Scawfell Pike gave up the 
attempt. This peak was reached by 5.5 a.m., 
and forty-five minutes later the party divided on 
Eskhause, Dawson and Poole continuing through 
Borrowdale to Skiddaw. In the valley the sun 
came out splendidly, but the tops did not clear all 
day. Skiddaw was climbed by 11. 15 a.m., thirty- 
five minutes in arrears. Being behind at this stage 
of the walk did not promise much success, but it 
was hoped that time would be gained towards 
Helvellyn, and so it proved. This last point was 
made at 4 p.m., with twenty minutes in hand, the 
descent, being varied toward Dunmail Raise, en- 
abling the walkers to reach the Traveller's Rest, 
near Grasmere, at 5.53. Palmer, who had crossed 
from Elterwater, here met the pair, and, despite 
his condition, paced his comrades to the end. 
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Ambledde was passed at 7.22, and the walk came 
to a finish, amid general enthusiasm, at 8.17I p.m., 
the record thus being improved by twenty and a 
quarter minutes. It was really a technical victory, 
but, considering the calibre of the climbers, a 
wonderful one. The 1895 party did not know 
much of the ground. Palmer being the only one 
who knew anything of the route between Scawfell 
and Helvellyn, and his early retirement probably 
hindered the result. 

A great climber, of whom I shall have much 
to say later, Mr. R. W. Broadrick, next 
attacked the record. He was far superior to 
any of his predecessors, and was able to pick a 
good day for the walk. On April 27, 1900, he 
started fi-om Ambleside at 4.20 a.m., reaching 
Bowfell two hours thirty-nine minutes later. 
Scawfell Pike was passed at 7.55, and Skiddaw 
at 12.24. ^^ ^^ ^oot of this mountain Mr. 
Broadrick left his purse by a stream where he had 
a slight meal, and lost forty-five minutes in going 
back for it. Helvellyn was ascended before five 
o'clock, and the whole journey was made in fifteen 
hours twenty-six minutes. 

It is not surprising to find that the most 
appreciated record is the twenty-four hours, and 
several attempts on it may be instanced. Only 
such as can be verified are chronicled ; many feats 
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passed down in gossip must be ignored. Routes 
are more varied in these climbs than in the 
* points' records, some climbers, owing to bad 
weather at the time of their attempt, skirting 
mountains which others have ascended, or taking 
them at different points. 

The first long walk of which cognizance can 
be taken was carried out in the seventies by 
Mr. Charles Pilkington, President of the Alpine 
Club, and his cousins, who started from Lodore 
at 1 1 p.m. They climbed Great Gable, but, dense 
mist descending, the walk was abandoned for half 
an hour. Later the morning promised something 
better, so they climbed by Sprinkling Tarn to 
Eskhause, and over Scawfell Pike and Great End. 
Returning from this d^our. Mat Barnes, the 
guide, not relishing the heavy clouds on Hanging 
Knott, led down to Angle Tarn, where a steep 
path leads direct to Bowfell Top. The difficult 
return negotiated, the party made for Dunmsul 
Raise, and stru^led along a rough path over the 
shoulder of Seat Sandal to Fairfield, a peak across 
Tongue Ghyll. Mr. Pilkington then dropped for 
Grisedale Tarn down a series of screes, the longest 
in the Lake District. The mist thinning to some 
extent, Helvellyn was next climbed, then Saddle- 
back and Skiddaw, Lodore being reached by 
11.25, ^^® whole tour occupying twenty-four 
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hours and twenty-five minutes, with a very punish- 
ing finish, as the party wished to get in within the 
twenty-four hours. Mr. Pilkington's party was 
exceptionally unfortunate in having so much mist 
to contend with during the day, as otherwise they 
would have easily finished in the specified time. 
The total of height ascended was 13,792 feet, and 
the distance runs to sixty miles, with a ^tigue 
equivalent of eighty miles level. 

Next to this performance came a famous walk. 
On June 17, 1876, Mr. Jenkinson — who after- 
wards compiled a splendid guide-book to the 
Lakes — did a remarkable walk. He was a man 
of middle height, sturdily built, and a grand 
walker. His action on the level was easy, while 
his dexterity among screes and boulders was 
something to marvel at Mr. Jenkinson left 
Keswick at twelve midnight — a lovely night with 
bright starlight — and soon after 3 a.m. was stand- 
ing at Stychead Tarn, with Great Gable looming 
over him. To the top of this (from the tarn a 
climb of 1,519 feet) and back again occupied little 
over an hour, after which he took the path for 
Eskhause and ScawfeU Pike. Before 7.30 he was 
on the highest ground in England. The mist, 
which had for awhile threatened to descend, became 
dense, and for three hours the famous walker 
wandered round Eskhause, endeavouring to reach 
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Bowfell by way of Hanging Knott. Just before 
II a.m. he reached the summit, after which the 
steep descent into Langdale Fellhead prepared 
him for a tramp to Wythburn. After about an 
hour's stay at this village he climbed Helvellyn, 
and, by way of the Vale of St. John, Saddleback. 
From here he crossed Skiddaw Forest, but could 
hardly keep up for sleepiness. At a gamekeeper's 
house he rested awhile, and, naturally, resumed his 
walk sleepier than ever. The summit of Skiddaw 
Mr. Jenkinson never had more than a hazy idea 
of scaling — he often joked that he saw it as in 
a dream — but two hours later he walked into 
Keswick. The total climb, twenty-five hours in 
duration, was fifty-three miles in length ; the total 
footage scaled, 12,249 f^^^ J ^d the fatigue equal 
to eighty-two miles level. 

Mr. Jenkinson's walk created quite a stir, and 
ere long another champion arose in Leonard 
Pilkington, who had tramped fi-om Liverpool to 
Windermere, a distance of eighty-four miles, in 
twenty-one hours, and also proved his quality on 
the fells. With Bennett, the Dungeon Ghyll 
guide, he passed over Bowfell, Scawfell Pike, 
Great Gable, Skiddaw, Saddleback, Helvellyn, and 
Fairfield in twenty-one hours thirty- four minutes, 
between 2 a.m. and 11 p.m. Mr. Pilkington 
says of this walk : * We were both perfectly fresh 
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at the finish, and had we come straight through, 
instead of having supper at Grasmere, we should 
have saved at least an hour — we could easily have 
done the journey in twenty hours ; but having 
finished the mountains, and with so much in hand, 
we did not think of it' This tour necessitated 
climbing some 1 2,900 feet, and walking a distance 
of sixty miles, approximating in fatigue to eighty 
miles on the level. 

October is not an ideal month for a scamper 
across the fells ; yet at this time of year 
Messrs. Robinson and Gibbs, the Lorton walkers, 
essayed to surmount the whole of the giants of 
Cumberland in twenty-four hours. On the stroke 
of midnight, Thursday, October 27, 1893, these 
gentlemen started from Keswick. A strong wind 
blew from the north-east, and the sky was too 
cloudy for more than mere gleams of moonlight 
as they walked up Borrowdale. By 2.10 a.m. 
Seathwaite was reached, the wakeful sheep-dogs 
making music as the climbers passed towards 
Great Gable. The dull roar of Taylor Ghyll Fall, 
and the rattle of the fierce wind on the higher 
levels, alone disturbed the hush of night. Snow- 
laden clouds swirled past them as they wound up 
the gully between the Gables, the air became bitter, 
a white mantle three inches thick covered the 
ground, and above a dense mist blotted out com- 
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pletely the summit. At 3.55 the top of the Grand 
Old Monarch was reached, and the Styehead 
Pass descended to. From the top a course was 
struck across the rough north-western face of the 
Scawfell Range, under Skew Ghyll, over a shoulder 
of Lingmell, and up to Lord's Rake, where in 
the closing days of 1893 Professor Milnes 
Marshall fell to his death. 

In this cleft the scene was wild in the extreme. 
Snow lay thick, and outside its shelter the gale 
boomed and moaned among the great crags above. 
The scene was bleak and wintry ; the faces of the 
rock which were too abrupt for the snow to lie on 
were crusted with ice. From the top of the first 
reach of the Lord's Rake Messrs. Robinson and 
Gibbs struck off along the grassy ledge which 
gives easy access to Deep Ghyll. Here a sudden 
gust of wind loosened a stone high on the crags 
above, and they cowered under a rock as, with a 
crash and a bound through the air, it whizzed past 
into the dark recess immediately below. 

The snow now became thicker, having been 
drifted into this wild ghyll by the wind, and on 
the steep bits near the top it was frozen sufficiently 
for them to lack their toes into the almost per- 
pendicular slope, and go up it ladder fashion, 
holding on as best they could to insure safety. 
As the pair emerged on to the plateau on the top 
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of Scawfell at 6.10 a.m. the mists begzn to roll 
away, and the first streaks of dawn were visible in 
the east. Across the Mickledore, a fearful, rock- 
split chasm, lay Scawfell Pike, to reach which 
involved a descent to Broad Stand and a scramble 
along the ice-coated ledges. Mr. Robinson says 
of this portion of their experience : * We were 
not prepared to find the climb in a more dangerous 
state than it was last year in midwinter, but such 
it was ; and the alpenstocks we had provided our- 
selves with were without the usual spike in the 
end with which to roughen the ice to make a 
foothold. I took off the rucksack which held our 
lunch, and, with an arm through one strap while 
my friend held on to the other, kicked off the ice 
from ledge to ledge.* Truly a risky mode of 
progression, when a single slip would have had 
irretrievable consequences. 

The top of the Pikes was reached at 7.10 a.m., 
and thirty-five minutes later the couple were on 
Great End. On the fells on every side the gale 
was harrying the powdery snow. The tracks 
over the passes were obliterated ; a landmark here 
and there stood above the shifting plains of white. 
Weird, dangerous, and black the crags stood over 
their setting of whitened scree — a prospect which 
cannot be described. 

By this time the climbers must have been in a 
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comfortless state. Their clothes, damped by per- 
spiration and half-molten particles of snow, would 
long since be frozen to their backs. What that 
means only those who have experienced it can 
know. Bowfell, with one foot in Westmorland 
and the other in Cumberland, was next in the 
line, and here the ground, covered with shale and 
masked with snow, became extremely dangerous. 
The summit was found at 8.30 a.m., after which, 
skirting the Langdale side of. Hanging Knott, 
Rossett Ghyll was descended to, and the tramp 
over miles of bog to Wythbum begun. This 
valley was reached by 12 a.m., and an hour and 
twenty minutes later the ascent of mighty Hel- 
vellyn was commenced. 

Thirlspot at 4 p.m. was the next point in the 
tour. After passing through the Vale of St. John, 
a halt was made for tea at Setmabanning, as the 
moon was not yet up and it had begun to rain. 
But at 6 p.m. the plucky climbers started for 
Blencathra. The night became intensely dark, 
the clouds denser, and the wind more and more 
ftirious. Messrs. Robinson and Gibbs chose the 
narrow ridge approach by Threlkeld to the moun- 
tain, as this afforded some shelter at first, but 
on reaching the open the violence of the storm 
was fearful ; only in the short lulls was progress 
possible. Yet by 8.30 p.m. the summit was 
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reached, and the walkers plunged across the moors 
for Skiddaw. 

After getting one-third of the way up this their 
last peak, they found that, though strength was 
still sufficient, time was not left to finish the 
ascent and reach Keswick ere another day. 
Accordingly, at 9.50 p.m. the finest pair of 
climbers the Lake District has ever seen turned 
back on the Glendaterra, reaching Keswick at 
11.25 pan. in extremely strong condition, con- 
sidering the day's exertion. 

Of the closing stage of the walk Mr. G. B. 
Gibbs says : * It seems to me possible that we 
had quite sufficient time on leaving Threlkeld 
at 6 p.m.' to finish the attempt, * but the darkness 
and very high wind, which caused us to take two 
and a half hours over the ascent of Blencathra, 
instead of one and a half hours (as we did four 
days later), made a loss of a very valuable hour. 
Further, the force of the wind as we rose from 
Skiddaw Forest was so great as to compel us to 
believe that progression would be on hands and 
knees when we got to the top, and produced a 
conviction that under these conditions we could 
not go the whole round within the day of twenty- 
four hours.' 

Mr. Robinson is best described as a typical 
Cumberland man, endowed with a muscular 
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system inherited from generations who revelled 
in outdoor life. As Dr. J. Norman Collie says : 
* Robinson is the great authority on the hills of 
the Lake District. There is not a rock on a 
mountainside that he does not know. In sun- 
shine or mist, in daytime or at midnight, he will 
guide one safely over passes or down precipitous 
mountainsides. Every tree and every stone is a 
landmark to him.' 

The figures to represent this remarkable walk 
are: Distance, 56 miles in all — 16 on the road 
and 40 on the fell — equalling in fatigue 86 miles 
of dead level. The total of height in feet reached 
was 13,840, the altitude of a considerable alp. 
The time was 23 hours 25 minutes, and the 
pace, taking the day's average, would be 4^ miles 
per hour on the level, with more than i|- on the 
feU. 

From 1893 to June of 1898 there was no 
serious attempt to claim the twenty-four hours' 
record, but during the month stated four Carlisle 
men — Messrs. Westmorland, Johnson, Strong, and 
Ernest Beaty — made a determined effort to put it 
to their credit. Their design was carried out 
under very fevourable conditions. The men 
were in perfect training, had had a preliminary 
spin, and were rested for a start. This was from 
Seathwaite, right at the foot of the mountains — 
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not, as in previous records, from points more or 
less distant— on a clear morning, which merged 
into a bright and cool day. The party started at 
5.27 a.m. in broad daylight, and immediately 
made for Great Gable, which was ascended in 
one hour eighteen minutes. The descent down 
the scree to Styehead Tarn was accomplished in 
eleven minutes, and a cast was made for Great 
End, reached in forty-three minutes. 

This party took the Scawfell group by ascending 
its easier shoulder, not facing, as did Mr. Robin- 
son, the dangerous scramble on the cliff-face by 
way of Skew Ghyll and Lord's Rake. Scawfell 
Pike was climbed at 8.4 a.m., and Mickledore 
crossed for Scawfell. The return by Broad Stand 
took thirty-six minutes — a different matter from 
Mr. Robinson's hazardous crossing — Eskhause 
being rereached at 9. 3 1 . Bowfell now loomed over 
Hanging Knott and Ewer Gap, and was ascended 
at 10.4, after which Wythburn was made for by 
way of Rossett Ghyllhead. At the Nagshead the 
party divided, two making for Threlkeld and home, 
the other pair for Helvellyn and beyond. The 
footgear of these two, it may be remarked — 
gymnasium slippers — was quite inadequate to the 
str^ns of fell- walking. 

The remaining men now ascended Helvellyn, 
which took sixty-eight minutes, and walked along 
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the descending tops to Threlkeld. Saddleback's 
ascent (from Threlkeld) occupied eighty -two 
minutes, and the walk across Skiddaw Forest to 
Skiddaw one and a half hours. What a different 
finish was this from the October night when 
Messrs. Robinson and Gibbs attempted to force 
their way through a howling tempest ! 

The moon now flooded the depression with 
peaceful light, but once across the summit the 
shadow of the hill was reached, and the path 
could only be followed with difficulty. Messrs. 
Johnson and Strong were fortunate enough not to 
get lost before they reached the valley, but here 
they made a mistake which cost them half an 
hour. On reaching the town of Keswick the walk 
was given up. It had extended over fifty-two 
miles of fell country ; the total of altitude was 
14,146 feet (294 feet more than Mr. Robinson's 
record) ; total time taken, nineteen hours thirty-five 
minutes. The average speed per hour was near 
two and a half miles; and in fatigue the course 
approached seventy-eight miles — eight miles less 
than the Lorton Walkers' record. The day was 
an ideal one — a day of bright sunshine, yet not 
overpowering heat. None of the party can ever 
forget the exquisite beauty of the scene at early 
morn as Seathwaite was left for Great Gable. The 
hills stood out in the deliciously pure air near 
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to the eye, yet apparently dwarfed in height and 
retiring in perspective, but every crag, every deft, 
every seam and line, in those majestic outlines was 
perfectly distinct. There is a difference in these 
two last-named walks which is hard to define ; but 
the one resembled the other as much as a cycle 
race over sticky roads resembles the same event 
carried out on dry ground. Messrs. Johnson and 
Strong have shown themselves capable disciples 
of the older mountaineers, and their initial effort 
is sufficiently marvellous to puzzle criticism. In 
July, however, Mr. Westmorland and Mr. Beaty 
made another attempt to do the distance. They 
started from ThreUceld at 4.46 a.m. in bright 
sunshine, and took a line over Helvellyn, High 
Raise, Bowfell, Hanging Knott, Great End Crag, 
the Pikes, Scawfell, Great Gable, Skiddaw, and 
Saddleback, returning to Threlkeld. 

The last part of this walk was accomplished 
in darkness, and the end was a close afliair. After 
crossing the Gddew between Skiddaw and Saddle- 
back at 2.40 a.m., this last mountain alone remained 
to be negotiated. Daylight was just beginning to 
show, but the higher ground was enshrouded in 
mist, and twenty valuable minutes were lost 
through the climbers missing their way. Accord- 
ing to his own modest report, Mr. Westmorland 
began to lose heart here, fearing that the real top 
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might not be found in the dense mist until the 
time was too far gone for success, but Mr. Beaty 
seemed as determined as ever. They could not 
decide as to which was the proper way up to the 
right simmiit of the mountain in the mist, so 
Mr. Beaty started off on the left-hand route, and 
Mr. Westmorland took that trending to the right. 
The latter proved to have chosen the right path, 
and shouted to Mr. Beaty, who joined him on 
the summit at 4.8 a.m. By this time only thirty- 
eight minutes remained of the set time, so, nerving 
themselves for a last almost desperate effort, the 
pair ran down the sharp edge of Saddleback — a 
rough, precipitous descent of over two miles and 
2,800 feet, which was accomplished in twenty-two 
minutes. Such was the finish of a giant task. 
The course was completed in twenty-three and 
three-quarter hours — a magnificent performance. 
The nine fells had been climbed within twenty- 
four hours at the third attempt, and these two 
persevering men considered themselves rewarded. 
It is granted that the month of September is 
the most favourable for walking, as the days are 
generally clear and cool ; therefore it not infre- 
quently happens, as in 1898, that the season winds 
up with a record. At 3.30 a.m., September i, 
Mr. R. W. Broadrick started on his cycle from 
Windermere for Dungeon Ghyll. When he started 
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it was dark, so he left his machine in a conspicuous 
position, hoping that the hotel people would take 
charge of it. He climbed by way of Ell Ghyll to 
Bowfell, reaching the summit at 5.55 a.m. Day 
broke as he made the tour of the Scawfell group — 
Great End, Scawfell Pike, Scawfell. There is in 
Nature nothing on so grand a scale as a rosy day- 
break seen from some high mountain. The famous 
Wastdalian, Will Ritson, used to tell of what he 
witnessed from Scawfell Pikes. After following 
the hounds all night, he found himself by Mickle- 
dore when the light began to glow, and never 
having seen sunrise from such a position, he 
climbed the Pikes. He alwajrs referred to the 
sight as the finest he ever saw. Mr. Broadrick 
breakfasted at Wastdalehead, and then climbed 
by Gavel Neese to Great Gable, reaching Keswick 
by 12.50. On the way to Skiddaw the climber 
missed the path, and had to wade through 
knee-deep heather for about an hour. Keswick 
rereached, he made for Sticks Pass, by which 
route he gained Helvellyn by 7.40. Mr. Broad- 
rick went hard from here, hoping to get into 
Grasmere valley ere complete darkness fell. At 
Grisedale Tarn, however, the last gleams faded ; 
he missed the way, and after stumbling across very 
rough ground (the south face of Seat Sandal) he 
reached the top of Dunmail Raise at 8.50. The walk 
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to Windermere — thirteen miles — took two hours 
fifty-five minutes — a fine performance considering 
previous exertions. The total distance was sixty 
and a half miles, in the excellent time of twenty 
and a quarter hours. Mr. Broadrick's cycle played 
a very important part in the day's work, placing 
him while still fresh at the foot of the mountains ; 
but deducting the twelve miles, and one hour thus 
passed, the performance remains a great one — 
forty-eight and a half miles for nineteen and a 
quarter hours. The total of height ascended is 
13,450 feet, with a fatigue equivalent of sixty-six 
miles level, ignoring the twelve miles* cycle. 

Excellent as were his previous walks, Mr. 
Broadrick has since done still better. He called 
on Mr. Westmorland, who has already been men- 
tioned, and proposed that they should together 
try and beat all records by including Pillar 
Mountain and Fairfield in the walk, and doing the 
whole in twenty-four hours. Mr. Westmorland 
prepared a time-table, and they appointed to meet 
at Seathwaite. They journeyed, but the day 
proved wet and misty, and the walk was abandoned 
for that time. On September 14, 1901, in 
company with Mr. C. Dawson of Sale, Mr. Broad- 
rick started from Rosthwaite at 3.32 a.m. The 
top of Styehead Pass was reached as day was 
breaking, the sharp ascent of Great Gable accom- 
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plished at 5.18. At this point Mr. Broadrick's 
programme departed from the orthodox, for, instead 
of descending again, he skirted Kirkfell and crossed 
Black Sail Pass to the Pillar Mountain. The 
ground here is very rough ; you are passing along 
the ridge between two series of crag-dimber's cliffs, 
on which the Napes and the Pillar Stone need only 
be mentioned. The quickest descent to Wastdale- 
head is down a long steep scree (the Doorhead), 
and this was successfully done by 7.20 a.m. Here 
the; pair breakfasted, after which Mr. Oppenheimer 
of Manchester joined them. The next group of 
peaks assailed were those favourites of climbers — 
Scawfell, Scawfell Pike, and Great End, where the 
going is exceedingly rough. Between the first 
and the second named mountains lies the Mickle- 
dore chasm — a great gap in the wall of rock — 
whilst along the Pike and the following ridge is 
a horrible pave^ rocks many tons in weight lying 
like so many tipped bricks, and over and among 
these lies the route. The same class of surface is 
also met with in Ewer Gap, save that there the 
rocks are smaller. Mr. Broadrick's party reached 
ScawfeU at 8.45, the Pikes at 9.15, and Great 
End at 9.41. Bowfell was passed at 10.25, 
after which came the precipitous descent of the 
Band to Dungeon Ghyll at 11. 18. Mr. Evans 
and a brother of Mr. Oppenheimer took the 
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party of record-makers on from this point, and 
Grasmere was reached at i . 2 5. The next mountain 
was Fairfield — a splendid scree-strewn giant — ^and 
the party climbed this by 2.26. The quickest 
descent from the summit is down a long series 
of screes, quick work requiring surefootedness and 
careful attention. The walk to Helvellyn top, 
with a refreshing dip by the way in Grisedale Tarn, 
was negotiated in an hour and a half. Thirlspot 
was reached, and another excellent meal disposed 
of, at 4.50. The evening now began to draw on, 
and Saddleback's huge summit was made at 7.55. 
* We went on very well till the top of Saddle- 
back,' writes Mr. Broadrick, *the weather con- 
ditions being perfect ; but there darkness and fog 
came down together, and we had five hours 
stumbling along by compass and lantern-light, 
which, owing to the mist, only showed up two or 
three feet of the ground ahead at one time. Added 
to that, there was a very strong north-east wind, 
which blew the light out continually, and neces- 
sitated wrapping it up in a sweater. However, 
after making up our minds several times that it 
would be necessary to spend the night on the 
uplands, we struck the railing leading down the 
mountain. I don't know whether we got to 
the actual top of triple-headed Skiddaw, but 
we got to one of the tops, and stuck our cards 
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on the caern. It was utterly impossible to teU 
which of the three it was/ Eventually, at 
12.50, after much uncomfortable scrambling and 
many stumbles, they reached Keswick, and, tired 
but triumphant, Rosthwaite at 3.4 a.m., thus 
claiming the record, with half an hour to spare. 

The length of this record walk must be over 
sixty-seven miles, involving ascents equivalent to 
16,600 feet, and a fetigue equal to some ninety- 
two miles on the flat 

To speak about the men who have carried out 
these big walks is diflicult, but the greatest 
moderns are a splendid contrast. Mr. Westmor- 
land is a splendidly developed man of over fifty 
years of age — Sandow's gold medalist for his 
county ; whilst Mr. Broadrick is a tall, lithe young 
man ftill of wire and go — the ideal of a climber 
and wrestler with the elements, in my opinion. 
Mr. Broadrick can perhaps average half a mile per 
hour better than his xivaJ in a straight walk ; but 
Mr. Westmorland's splendid stamina and per- 
severance, together with his lifelong study of 
methods of climbing and descending, give him 
a strong pull when the two are compared. As an 
aside with a tremendous bearing on the subject, 
both are well-known crag-climbers : Mr. Broad- 
rick, with his brothers, just failed to surmount the 
last overhanging cornice of Walker's Gully in the 
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famous Pillar Rock a few weeks before the late 
O. G. Jones and the brothers Abraham carried the 
whole ascent. 

As I am passing these pages for press (June), 
news has come to hand that even Mr. Broadrick's 
record has been beaten. Mr. S. B. Johnston, of 
Carlisle, at 5 a.m. on May 28, started from Threl- 
keld for the Sticks Pass and Helvellyn. This 
summit was gained at 7.20, Fairfield at 8.19, and 
the descent to Grasmere negociated by 9.12. 
After passing Grasmere, Mr. Johnston and his 
pacer, Mr. Strong, pushed over Red Bank to 
Langdale, where at Stool End (10.55) Mr. West- 
morland was waiting. He conducted over Bow- 
fell (12.0), and right down the Scawfell range. 
Here the ground is extremely rough. The day 
was excessively hot ; yet good progress was made. 
Wastdalehead was reached at 3.20, and the long 
Doorhead Pass to Pillar Mountains essayed. A 
journey in the hollow of the fells here made genial 
James Payn assert that the Lake Country — and 
Wastdale in particular — was the hottest part of 
England. The ground from the Pillar (4.33) to 
Great Gable is very difficult to cross with speed ; 
yet Mr. Johnston's twelve hours of exertion had 
told but little here. Seathwaite was descended to 
7.25 p.m., a really good piece of walking. Mr. 
Johnston allowed forty-five minutes here for rest 
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and refreshment, after which, with Mr. Beaty in 
front, he did the nine miles to Keswick (two of 
them moderate mountun road) under the two 
hours. Nor did the gathering darkness in any 
way diminish the pace up Spooney Green Lane 
on the way to Skiddaw. At exactly midnight this 
summit was reached, and careful direction for Blen- 
cathra, last summit of the circle, taken. The two 
walkers marked out a course by the stars, and so 
kept their proper line. At 2.10 a.m. the summit 
of Blencathra was reached. The descent which 
remained is a very steep one. The ridge leading 
down to the lead-mines needs the greatest care at 
all times, and at that early hour it was not light 
enough to distinguish grass from rock. Also a 
strong breeze was blowing, which made balance 
on the narrow ridge a difficult matter. Fifty 
minutes were taken for the descent — in July, 1 898, 
Mr. Westmorland and Mr. Beaty did it in twenty- 
two minutes at a later period of morning — ^and 
Trelkeld, the starting-point, was reached at 3.7 a.m. 
The whole journey therefore took twenty-two 
hours seven minutes — a remarkable performance. 

I am averse to summing up and comparing 
the figures quoted in this chapter, but one 
advantage the later record-makers have assumed : 
pacing and prearrangement of all kinds is con- 
sidered necessary, and the record-maker is retieved 
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of all impedimenta. Similarly, many of the moun- 
tain tracks have been much improved by use and 
judicious repair during the period under review, 
so that the number of cases in which it is an 
advantage to a strong walker to leave the orthodox 
route are now few indeed. 

In conclusion I desire to acknowledge my in- 
debtedness for many kindnesses and much valuable 
information to the walkers whose journeyings it is 
my pleasure to chronicle. 

The last has not been heard of the * fell-walking' 
records, and I trust athletes will ever be forth- 
coming with hearts as plucky and limbs as stout 
as those of the men I have written of. 
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I. Up the Dale 

Beneath the trees in the orchards the early snow- 
drops are the only wild -flowers ; hollies and 
other evei^reens stand out sombre and heavy 
amid the sere woodlands ; the closest observation 
reveals not an opening bud on the hardiest hedge- 
row. Everything is gray and dead and cold 
between the bridge over the rock chasm and the 
distant fells, where in the ghylls and hollows small 
fields of snow contrast chill white to the dim blue 
slopes around 

Such is my argument, and yet 

To b^n with, the bridge beneath our feet is 
interesting; a score varieties of hardy ferns thrive 
in its crevices. The beck rushes twenty feet below 
its single arch, churning round in a basin scooped 
by its own rude efforts here, rushing with feeble 
thunder over an abrupt rock there, sliding in 
green volumes down a smooth slab anon, to settie 
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finally in a narrow rock-bound pool. Wrens are 
already flitting about the dense masses of ivy 
which trail over one side of the gorges-opposite the 
gray outer wall of the old mill — the longest fairy- 
rope hanging nearly halfway to the pellucid waters. 
And what is this skimming in jerky flight upstream 
— a little bird decked in blue and red splendours? 
Where the mill-wheel resounds to the thumping of 
hidden waters, and lazily draws round its dripping, 
mossy buckets, the kingfisher hangs a second in 
the air. Were you to descend, you would find a 
* rat-hole ' there, in a seam of clay between heavy 
strata of rock, the mouth partially veiled by the 
rushing spent-water from the wheel. A few 
years have passed since, with the heedlessness of 
youngsterdom, I scrambled from this bridge down 
to the water-wheel. The mill was not working at 
that hour, but a fair current of water poured down 
the spent-way. I was standing ankle-deep in this, 
gazing up at the great wheel, when there was a 
faint snatch of a kingfisher's song outside, and I 
turned to watch its burnish of blue and red glint 
past in the sunshine. But the bird turned, and, 
without abating its speed, dashed into the veil of 
descending water close to my feet. A minute 
later I had turned this aside, and was possessed of 
the kingfisher's secret. Two neat bluish ^gs 
reposed within the crevice on a bed of fish-bones, 
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etc. Year after year the bird had hatched her 
brood in the sound of the mill-wheel without 
discovery. That bird pausing in its flight knows 
of the hidden dwelling, perchance has called it 
* home/ and is now thinking of paying it an early 
visit But no! as it wavers it notes strange 
appearances above the bridge. It flirts forward, 
beneath us, a line of flashing metallic sheens, and 
goes winging upstream at a tremendous pace. 

From the bridge, northward, past the stone 
mounting-block. Close beside, in white gushing 
founts, the beck is fretting its way down a rugged 
channel. Here and there a rock is crowned with 
a gray patch of grass. In summer this will be an 
islet of glory, its rich green pall beneath a cloud 
of dancing blue harebells and golden-eyed white 
ghoods (marguerites). The hillsides towering 
around are gray — ^gray streaked with broad lines 
and patches of green bog-moss and water-grass ; 
along their slopes great boulders are strewed. 
These vagrant rocks are most plentiful near the 
cliflF. Our eye catches a faint dot hovering above : 
a buzzard hawk — since the raven retired to less 
accessible peaks — the monarch of these wilds. A 
colony of rooks inhabit a cluster of oak-trees 
beside the road, their hoarse caws rising over 
the tumult of surging waters. Just here the river 
takes a sharp turn, and we are suddenly brought in 
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sight of an old and disused boblnn-milL Time 
was — and deserted Cocks Close mill is a memento 
of it — when the trade of bobbin-making was pros- 
peroiis in this and many another contiguous valley. 
Three mills— one near the bridge, this at Cocks 
Close, and one further upstream, which has com- 
pletely disappeared as a building, though its exca- 
vated waterways remsun — were in full swing, and 
every cottage for miles around was inhabited. 
Cocks Close is beyond the stream. A couple of 
thick spruces have been laid side by side, and span 
the chasm. Walk upon them. They sway fear- 
somely. Do not touch that hand-rail : of its four 
posts, not one is soundly fixed, and some day soon 
the forty feet of rdl will fell away of its own 
accord. The two trees sag differently under our 
weight, so that on the perilous passage your right 
foot is often placed on a quivering log a foot lower 
than that supporting your left. I crossed here 
once on a wild November evening; a gale was 
blowing, and the river was in full flood. In the 
scant light prevailing great darkling jets seemed 
to toss within a foot of the trembling structure. 
Daring beyond discretion, I waited for a lull in the 
storm, and then started to cross. I had not got 
more than halfway, when, with a sharp, snarling 
roar, the furies were around me. It probably hap- 
pened in a second, but the time seemed long hours 
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to me. The powerful gale gradually pressed me 
further and further over ; the frail black pathway 
over those dancing waters seemed to fail, and I 
felt something must soon g^ve way. After a long 
interval my mind began to work. I threw myself 
flat on the pine bridge, holding on with hands and 
feet till the wild gust spent itself. I don't care to 
be in such a position again. 

Further up the dale the river goes far away 
from the road ; we see it across the fields occasion- 
ally. Yonder is a heron fishing, or, more likely, 
feasting on fish which have met with death on the 
spawning-redds. Friend Jammie is a well-known 
beckside bird here, and we will possibly meet him 
later at closer quarters. That cock crows in a 
peculiar high-pitched clarion. Yet that is the 
call of the real fighting cock. The bird is leisurely 
strolling across the road with its harem, or ^ mant- 
ling aboot as if t* farm belonged to it,' as its owner 
avers. Stop a moment, and I will ask him about 
the bird and cock-fighting, 

*Ay, Tam's varra fair,' shortly admits the 
dalesman, in reply to my spoken admiration of his 
champion. As he speaks he eyes me curiously. 
This sort of conversation fi-om a stranger means 
either that the other is of the * cocker ' cult or an 
ally of the powers that be ranged agwist that 
interesting sport 
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* My, but his spurs are short !* I remark as inno- 
cently as I can possibly muster. 

A glimmer of recognition lights up his face. 

*It's thee, is it? I didn't ken thee. What, 
man 1 I've nivver seen thee sen that main as was 
brokken up by t' police.* 

The dalesman apparently recollects myself and 
that occasion well, for did he not mount guard 
over me ? Wandering over a lonely moor, up 
hill and down dale, I suddenly walked into a cock- 
pit. Two men had just released their birds, which 
were prancing around the tiny greensward, hector- 
ing one another and gradually infuriating them- 
selves to an attack. I had wandered through the 
line of scouts, always, in these days of persecution, 
posted by watchful * cockers *; but being where I 
was and a mere stripling, I was compelled to stay, 
lest I should put the authorities on the track, and, 
indeed, had got somewhat interested in the sport, 
when a sudden alarm caused the ring to disperse 
hurriedly. As I sped away, I saw the enraged 
cocks still battling wildly on the arena, and saw 
two or three sacks, which evidently contained 
other feathered gladiators, lying on the ground 
some yards away. Celerity in putting myself 
through the cordon of police alone saved me 
from being haled before the magistrates with the 
* cockers ' and their birds. 
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* Dosta ken Tam ? he is the varra [very] spit an' 
image o' t' bird as wod ha' [would have] won t* 
main on t' fell.' 

Yes, now I remember. What a beautiful form 
that bird had! Tam is as like it as two peas. 
Not leggy and tall, but compact in build, a fighter 
of a fighting strain. Glorious red plumage as close 
in texture as leather, stout thighs beneath whose 
short feathers the muscles quiver. But who can 
describe the fighting cock ? There is a distinction 
about its movements, a pride in the poise of its 
head, the contour of which, though wattles and 
comb are clipped short, is still beautiful But 
beauty and majesty are to be expected in an 
inheritor of three centuries of bluest blood ; and as 
for courage, neither weight nor size matters much 
to the fighting cock. Like the other pet of the 
dalesmen, the trail-hound, it is trained to go to a 
finish, odds be as they may. A fighting cock and 
a turkey-cock were holding an impromptu main 
the other day in a farmyard until actively inter- 
fered with. A few words more of admiration 
of his pet puts the dalesman entirely at his 
ease, and he breaks freely into reminiscences and 
explanation. 

* How do we fit the spurs on to a fighting-cock? 
Well, wait a minute and I'll show you.' He steps 
into the whitewashed cottage, and in a few seconds 
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returns with a paur of polished steels. * These are 
the spurs ; they*re of the varra [very] best steel, and 
you mun [must] mind, because the/re sharp. My 
father hes a pair of silver ones that his grandfather 
wan [won] when a lad of sixteen, at a girt [great] 
main at Ooston [Ulverston] Fair. There used to be 
some cocking then, but, of course, noo it's called 
illegal' Now flamed forth the ire of a republican 
country-wde. * And why was it forbidden ? For 
nowt [nothing] else than because the quality couldn't 
show off and win all t' mains. Old Squire — , 
grandfather of him that hes the Bank Hall now, 
paid many a hundred pound trying to pit a bird 
that could stand up to the first four in t' dale when 
Lady Mary's bell* was fought for.' 

* How do you fix these spxirs?' 

* Well, you see * — the verbal storm had passed, 
and the cocker was in earnest on his sport — * the 
cock's spurs are shaved down as far as possible, 
then' — Tam, seeing the gleaming weapons and 
scenting a battle, had strolled up to us, so with a 
dexterous sweep of the arm the dalesman captured 
him and gave us an object-lesson on the craft — 
* these are slipped on — they just fit— over the spur, 
and fastened round the leg. Now' — releasing 

* The prize at the chief maim in the old time was a small 
silver belly which was worn by the victorious bird, or by its 
master when his champion was actively engaged. 
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Tarn, who forthwith set up a defiant and hasty 
crowing — * he's fit to fight, except that his comb 
and wattles would have to be shorn.' 

* In cock-fighting the most active and alert bird 
wins. The birds fece each other and try to jump, 
so that when descending the sharp spurs will cut into 
their opponent which is, of course, beneath. The 
wounds in cock-fighting, save for occasional pecks, 
are almost always on the head, neck, and back. 
Most are slight, the thick fislting of feathers stop- 
ping all but the most directly delivered strokes. 
Some cockers, when the birds are fairly set to, will 
not allow them to be separated, but I never let my 
cock down into a ring unless it is agreed that 
any fighter cut down — that is, knocked off its fi;et 
with a blow from the spurs — ^is considered beaten. 
Most cockers want to see a kill, and they have 
their way/ 

• Not much cocking done nowadays, you think. 
Well, as it*s you, and yeVe seen a bit of it, I wod 
[would] say that there's more going on now than 
iwer there's been sen cock-fighting was put down. 
I know a dozen gentlemen, men with big estates 
and fine houses, as are magistrates and on t' 
County Council, as hod [hold] many a main, and 
they say one parson isn't again tekkin' [taking] 
a bird on if it's kept quiet. Way over Furness, 
there's hundreds and hundreds of cockers, man, 
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and more every year, and it's a bonny sport more 
to them as takes an interest in it/ 

So saying, the dalesman turns to again admire 
his pet. A stranger is coming along the road — 
our friend swoops down on the bespurred Tam 
and bears him out of sight ; we, feeling somewhat 
guilty, walk on up the dale. 

The river is again close by ; a slight bank 
separates it from the road. The waters are 
babbling pleasantly over a long array of shingles ; 
here and there an attenuated trout fins languidly 
along. The spawning season has just passed ; 
these valley becks are shallow, with no deep, silent 
pools to hold an almost inexhaustible supply of 
fish-food. So shallow is even the main stream 
on the redds that, when a long frost causes it to 
dwindle in volume, the fish are often frozen down 
to the gravel their eggs are deposited in. When 
the thaw floods come, the dead bodies are washed 
far away, into odd corners beneath bending willows 
and behind rocks, food in plenty for otter and 
heron. 

Here is a bridge of the old type, tall of arch 
and narrow of roadway, and crowning the short 
ascent in front is the churchyard. It boasts a 
sundial, but it is loose on a decaying post. The 
church itself is quite a new one, superseding a 
mouldy, dark building of unknown antiquity. Yet 
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the building is interesting, for does it not contain 
the archives of the dale — wondrously complex 
churchwarden accounts dating back over a hun- 
dred years, and rich in personal touches of old-time 
men and women? The churchwardenship was 
then the most responsible position in the valley ; 
the holder was directly responsible for the welfare 
of the poor. Charity was dispensed with sound 
judgment, and only to relieve necessity. The 
famous Smit Book is here, but, alas! it is no 
longer carried by the priest* to the nearest Shep- 
herds' Meet in order that disputes may be properly 
settled, and lost sheep, by their fleece and horn- 
marks, traced. 

The valley is now opening out; to right and 
left great rock-strewn bluflFs bound its almost level 
bed. Floods are of frequent occurrence here, but 
they run oflF the land quickly. I have waked at 
dawn. Since midnight a storm had raged, and 
great fihns of falling rain crashed resoundingly 
against window and door of our cottage. Outside 
the level of the dale is occupied by a sullen lake, 
stretching far toward the mountains ; the rain- 
squalls are ploughing its surface with wide white 
furrows. The storm ceases suddenly ; the cloud - 
banks trail reluctantly from the fells, revealing a 

* Among the fells the Church of England minister has 
been from time immemorial named ' the priest.' 
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paradise of falling waters. Six hours later the 
broad acres are showing green and soaked, and 
the river is back in its channel. Such brief life, 
though furious, has a flood of the fell lands. 

Through the leafless alders lining the ghylls we 
see, in gushing white, rivulets descending from the 
unseen moors. On our right Gray Crag heaves 
up its plainer, grassier shoulder; and next to it 
is Anchorite's Breast, where in a shallow cave by 
the beckside l^end says an anchorite from the 
monastery at Shap dwelt many a year. The 
monks in this district seem to have been very 
self-contained in their dealings, and were much 
misunderstood by the half-pagan, half-Christian 
Saxons about them. It is stated that the dwellers 
in the dale refused to furnish the hermit with 
food. His weary track over the long moor 
to the abbey can, it is averred, even now be 
traced. 

But to-day, instead of pensive monks, on the 
wild gray tracts of grass are seen men moving at 
a run. The dalesman loves a fox-hunt dearly. 
He is tireless in the pursuit. Miles of open 
country glide beneath his feet. On the rough 
crags and moraines his dexterity is marvellous. 
The hunt is in full cry on the hillside. The 
hounds are going at a great pace ; the men are 
every moment further and further in the rear. A 
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quick eye might even catch the tiny brown form of 
the fox running for its very life. For some minutes 
we watch them sweep along, at first parallel to the 
dale, then gradually turning up and up the moun- 
tainside to its crest. Hound after hound leaps 
on to the tall wall, halts a brief second, his form 
outlined against the bright blue sky, then dis- 
^pears, and faint, long-drawn-out voices are all 
we have of a mount^n fox-hunt. 

As we turn away we begin to meet numbers of 
the chase. They tell us the pack are well up to 
their fox, that they will hunt him in the next dale, 
maybe, but unless they kill they will bring him 
back again. Maybe about Yewbarrow, says one, 
as he trudges briskly along ; about Swinbank, 
argues another, and takes things more leisurely. 
Now two men in pink are coming towards us. 
What a change to eyes full of sombre gray and 
green is a flash of warm colour ! It is the veteran 
master of the pack and his huntsmen. The dales- 
men salute the elder cheerfully. He has a word 
for all, and a pleasant one, too. He is wiry in 
build ; his genial face is wrinkled. He has doffed 
black hunting-cap ; his hair, cropped short beneath, 
is ffllvem. This is the man who for two genera- 
tions has provided sport in the dales. John Peel 
was not less deserving of the grand hunting-song 
than he is. With a courteous salutation he passes 
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us by. Many a time I have thought of and 
sighed for the splendid hunts he has witnessed 
both before and since the last * greyhound' fox 
was killed. 

A mile further on the road crosses a short rise 
caused by an outcropping vein of white felspar. 
To the right is one of those conical mounds 
dubbed by dalesmen either * ancient fortresses/ 
* barrows/ or ' haycocks/ formed by the glacial 
process of denudation and deposit in days long 
past. 

For a couple of hours it has seemed as though 
we were walking along a level, but from this 
slight eminence we see that the dale is but as a 
shelf sloping downwards from the mountains. 
The bluflB which dominated the view at our 
starting are now insignificant in the distance, and 
we look over their tops to a broad, undulating 
valley. In front of us is the dalehead, a small 
subvalley, the entrance a narrow ^ gate * between 
two converging ribs of mountain, the exit a rugged 
track winding up rock-strewn braes. 

There is but one tenement in sight, an ancient 
sheep-farm perched quite close to the rocky river- 
bed. Its buildings are very old ; one or two 
possess floors of trodden earth probably dating 
back four hundred years. The yeoman who 
possesses the domain is much respected. Further 
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up the stream than Sacgill is a level strewn with 
beaches of stone. Here at some time has been a 
small lake, but the torrents have completely buried 
it in debris. Their activity is so great that the 
whole dale has to contribute to the cost of a 
retdning barrier here. Otherwise in a single 
winter 10,000 tons of stones would be washed 
down, the river-bed would be choked for miles, 
and the stream would run riot down the dale, 
turning into marshy bogs what are now carefully- 
drained pastures. The prophecy of * Every valley 
shall be exalted, and every hill brought low,' was 
once preached from a dales pulpit. * But net in 
oor day [but not in our time], O Lord !' fervently 
ejaculated an aged hearer. 

The dalehead, as we travel into it, presents 
rather a dreary aspect. Even the bogs are gray, 
not green as on lower heights. A few thin 
patches of scrubby coppice show on the slopes 
immediately behind the farm ; a little patch of 
soil near the opening of a deep ghyll is clothed 
with a large plantation. Gray grass and tangles of 
rotting bracken are on the braes, but the area of 
naked rock, scree, and scattered boulders far 
exceeds these. The whole outlook is barren and 
forbidding. How can a farmer wrest a living 
from such a place ? How indeed ! The sheep-farm 
is barely remunerative in these days of cheap wool ; 
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but mountiun mutton is renowned, though the 
producer benefits little by this. 

In about half an hour we reach the choked 
tarn area. When its dark waters laved the lower- 
most scree-beds of these steep fells, the dalehead 
must have made a perfect picture. Even now to 
our left Goat Scaur raises its grand head nearly 
2,000 feet above us, while on our opposite side 
in one huge cliff the Gray Crag stands almost 
as high. Both mountsdns are plenteously splashed 
with white. On the lower jritches the snow in 
the deepest gullies arc remains of great drifts, but 
as the eye rises higher the white areas become 
more numerous ; they are connected one with 
another, and at the top of the brae a long white 
curling drift resists the spring sunlight. The 
level beams of eventide shoot over the hills from 
westward, flushing the snowfields with crimson 
bars and glorious rosy shadows. At last, by a 
rough, water-torn road, we reached the summit of 
the pass, 2,000 feet or so above sea-level, 

^ With t tumultuous waste of huge hilltops before us,' 

Kidsty Pike, where the wild deer of Martindale 
often roam. On a day like this we saw over the 
glistering snow -fields a stag and three hinds 
galloping toward Swindale, a splendid sight ! 
Branstree, a rounded mammoth on our left, is 
the home of giant fiDxes ; many a stiff run has 
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started from its benks (grass ledges). The deeper 
hush of night is even now falling on the voiceless 
wastes. Hark ! what is that ? The crunching of 
a foot in the snow, and roun^ a corner in the pass, 
toiling upwards, comes a dalesman. We hail him 
with delight, for the very jur breeds lonesomeness. 

* I was just coming from Mardale/ says he. * IVe 
been driving a few sheep over as had strayed.' 

He is a man of rather more than middle age, 
hard, wiry, full of vigour and life. 

* How long have you lived in this valley ?' I 
ask. 

* Was born here at a little house halfway down 
the dale ; you'll remember it — ^there are a few 
sap-trees overhanging it. Just before you came to 
that farm where dead foxes are hanging in t' trees.* 

* Been a shepherd all your life ?' 

* Well, yes ; I was ten year old when I began 
to shepherd on t' fell hard aside of home. Things 
were a bit different then.' 

The sound of a triple tramp on the snow- 
patched road is all that is heard for a few moments ; 
then, from its feast of carrion beside a rock, a 
great raven soars croaking up, up, up, high above 
the dale to where the sun still reigned. The sight 
of this swooping bird fills the shepherd with wrath. 

* Ay, thoo may croak,' he says sadly, ' but 
maybe we'll be the better of thee in nesting-time.' 
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Then to us : * Those ravens are a nuisance. 
Every spring we have to go out nesting to keep 
down their numbers. They think little of attack- 
ing a weakly lamb and carrying it ofF among the 
rocks. 

* I remember well one day we went after some 
ravens in Goat Scaur front. Four shepherds 
joined me and we took plenty of ropes. Getting 
opposite where I thought the nest was, we descended 
the clifF as far as there was foothold. On the last 
ledge a gavelock [crowbar] was fixed to let out 
the rope by ; then, tying a noose round my body, I 
stepped and downward. I could hear the old bird 
croaking away beneath. My mates kept letting 
the rope come slowly, and, of course, I went down 
with equal speed. At last, when I should think 
some fifty feet of rope had been let out, I stopped 
on a narrow ledge. 

* Looking cautiously about, I soon found traces 
of my quest : on that jutting rock it seemed that 
father raven had sat watching his mate sitting her 
couple of eggs. I carefiilly clambered forward to 
the splinter, and to my joy found the raven's nest 
in sight. But in a moment my hopes were dashed. 
A deep narrow crack lay between me and my goal. 
Try as I would, the gulf could not be pass«i, and 
the old raven sitting there in security seemed to 
croak derision at me. However, by returning to 
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my companions and being relowered from some 
more favourable spot, I hoped yet to turn the 
tables. So up I went, assisting my friends by 
rapid runs up any face of rock which gave a 
possible angle. In a moment I explained the 
situation and we were traversing the great clifF in 
the desired direction. When a platform for our 
rope-head was found, I made another descent ; 
but, instead of the straight course I had fancied 
possible, a great rock overhanging the gully sent 
me dangling in mid-air, unable to reach foothold. 
However, it was possible to avoid the ugly 
cornice and then I climbed down the side of the 
gully. The old raven flapped off her nest with a 
wild croak as I came near, but she never went for 
away. More than once, with a whistling swoop, 
she came almost within arms' length, and every 
time I prepared to parry some sudden attack with 
beak or wings. Probably, had her mate been 
within call they would not have hesitated to attack 
me, for in defence of its nest the raven is pretty 
vicious. As soon as they were within reach, I 
scooped up the eggs from the barrowfiil of filth — 
remains of rats and carrion lay on a bed of wool 
and sticks — and was rapidly drawn up to safety. 
One raven was shot shortly afterwards, at which 
the other left the neighbourhood. A good 
riddance for us shepherds, too !' 
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II. Harvest-time on the Fells 

As I wandered in solitary thought across the moor 
I heard voices in front of me. As the tones were 
in complete accord with my mood and with that 
region of cheerful silence, I was but mildly curious 
as to their (xigin. I lingered on the summit of a 
splintered outcrop of rock and looked around 
me. To my eye the scene was perfect. The 
heather was in full bloom; the air was resonant 
with the humming of bees, intent on petty (Sunder- 
ing of the purple flowerets; around the heather- 
beds were here and there solid banklets of dainty 
crimson and white heatherbell, and next them the 
harebdl's large sky-blue corolla curtseying on its 
slender stalk to every swerve of the breeze. 
Beneath the domain of the hardy heather a waving 
green wilderness marked the haunt of the bracken, 
very rugged with fragments in its upper portion, 
from the crumbling hillside above, but lower 
down opening out an almost level ledge of the 
mountain. 
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Descending leisurely to this, I recognised some 
of my neighbours at work among the bracken. 
One was cutting the stout stems with a scythe, 
leaving a thick swath behind him, which another 
spread out so that the sun's rays might dry it. 
Some two score yards away three other men were 
loading a sleigh with the dark-brown harvest cut 
some days ago, and now ready for the barn. This 
was a great contrast to the lowland hayfield of the 
farm. The ground, which from above looked so 
smooth and almost level, was in reality furrowed 
with innumerable watercourses and seamed with 
rocky places. One moment the sleigh timbers 
creaked as a sudden strain was put upon them by 
an unseen hollow ; next the stout, handy horse 
drew it clear of this, and the runners were 
sliding with impleasant grinding sound over a 
pavement of boulders. These men had been on 
the moors since soon after daybreak, and shortly 
they would have to return to their farms. I 
as^sted to bind on the dusky load, and made 
down the hillside in their company. The path 
taken by the rude conveyance was, it seemed to 
me at first, a dried-up watercourse; it fell so 
steeply that at places our combined resistance 
alone prevented the sleigh from overrunning the 
sturdy little mare in front, while the unevenness 
kept us continually on the alert lest the load 
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should, as the dalesmen put it, ^keck ower' at 
some particularly awkward point. But the cautious 
and sure-footed animal in the traces brought down 
the load with safety to the level of the mountain 
tarn, of which we had enjoyed almost a bird's-eye 
view. 

In our Lake Country dales it is impossible to 
grow enough straw for bedding purposes in winter, 
and the hayfield is often insufficient for forage ; 
therefore the farmer tiu'ns to the uplands and 
draws thence the necessary supplies. Large areas 
of bracken are cut every year, and by primitive 
sleigh routes brought down to where carts can 
be used conveniently. The scythe used in cutting 
bracken is a much shorter contrivance than the 
ordinary one, but the work is more tiring. The 
ground is so covered with stones or otherwise 
uneven that but seldom can the labourer get two 
swinging strokes together, and the perpetual jerk- 
ing to avoid the blade being damaged accounts for 
many a njfen's dislike to the work. 

A couple of gamekeepers as we came to the 
mereside were preparing a boat to row to the 
other end of the tarn, and, as I wished to ramble 
in that direction, I embarked with them. In the 
clear, peaty depths trout were lazily finning in and 
out among the gendy-swaying water-weeds, and 
smaller fi-y disported nearer the surface. As we 
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approached one point the keepers ceased rowing, 
in order that we might float over where a large 
pike lay in wait for its prey, and at a rocky islet 
ran ashore that I might inspect the trees where 
the recently shot vermin were gibbeted. The 
boat was forced through a fringe of blue irises 
to the mouth of a tiny beck, where I landed. 
Soon the faintly-rutted track I was following 
changed direction, and I struck across the heathy 
waste. Grouse rushed away with querulous cries, 
curlew and heron banished ^ence from the wilds, 
while from tussock and cevin small birds chirped 
and twittered. A lark high above was singing a 
joyous roundelay ; suddenly his ringing notes were 
hushed, and down from his crazy height he rushed, 
for the raucous voice of a buzzard struck terror 
to the tiny winger. Wave after wave of moor- 
land — a sameness which might almost become 
monotony. Each hollow, opening out its treasures, 
gave the same tiny stream, with myriad sphagnum 
bogs and stunted willows ; every shallow glen was 
carpeted with bracken and heather. But now a 
change. 

A great knot of fir-trees rose on the near 
horizon; and as I stepped up the stony ridge 
to which they anchored with huge cablelike roots, 
in front there appeared a series of distant blue 
mountains — the heights of Lakeland — ^while nearer 
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at hand stretched outward a long triangular plateau, 
its apex touching the nearest fell, its base the ridge 
on which I stood. In about the middle of this 
expanse was a fairly large tarn. In about half an 
hour I was close to its shores. As the lower 
ground was reached, a score small tumuli met my 
eye, and on apjn-oach these proved to be of peat — 
miniature stacks loosely piled, so that the air cir- 
culated freely through them, and though built 
we^ their contents would soon become dry. At 
the tarn edge I spent some minutes in collecting 
the fine yellow water-lilies, which occur only in 
this tarn in our vicinity; then, espying a man 
at work in the distance, I made in his direction. 
The intervening space was swampy; sometimes 
by a series of grass banks I gained far, only to be 
stopped by a spongy bc^ too wide to leap. But 
here and there, retracing my steps, I gradually 
found a track across the maze; the man was 
mowing the reeds which in wide stretches fevour 
such surroundings — not an easy task when the 
disproportion of sound land is considered. Of 
course, he only mowed the more accessible places ; 
but even then he had to garner the cut stems on a 
hand sleigh, and draw them to a hillside where 
the tarn waters, if overpent after a thunder-storm, 
were little likely to reach. The reeds also were 
to be used for winter bedding; and so large a 
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quantity is required in the dales abutting the 
plateau that half a dozen barns for their summer 
storage are in the immediate vicinity of the 
swamps. 

Half a mile on — I was now facing eastward 
to reach one of the valleys — I came across a party 
of men digging peat. The heather tufts had been 
burnt away, and the thin veil of soil thrown aside 
to lay bare the deposits. Then, with a long narrow 
spade, cuts were made in the chocolate-coloured 
pile, so that an oblong mass was easily separated, 
and these were collected and wheeled aside to be 
jriled into the loose erections previously mentioned. 
The dexterity of the spademan was pretty to 
watch; the blade of the tool was plied as freely 
and easily as a knife. Peat-digging on the flanks 
of the fells is easy compared with the same work 
on the lowlands, for here drdnage is rapid and 
sufficient, and the deposits less dense and moist. 
Many of the dales forms still use little other fuel 
but peat and coppice-wood. As I stood near the 
labourers, I noticed a violet in bloom — a rare 
occurrence on such an exposed situation — and 
into my mind rushed an anecdote of Wonderful 
Walker, Vicar of the mountain parish of Sea- 
thw^te a century ago, whose life of industry 
and nobility of character claimed the admira- 
tion of William Wordsworth. Said he : * See 
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you that violet ?' — pointing to a little simple 
pansy that was bending its graceful flower close 
to the spot on which he stood. *Look at it, 
and think how it came there. Last autumn 
this spot was covered with bog-earth, which had 
probably rested on this bleak and barren moor 
ever since the Deluge. It was disturbed last year 
by the spade of the turf-getter, and now this 
beautiful flower has sprung up in this place ! For 
ages and ages its seed must have remained em- 
bedded in this sour and barren bog; yet, once 
disturbed by the hand of man, it springs up fresh 
and lively, to show that God can keep alive what 
to the eye of man may seem to perish, and can 
deck mth grace and beauty even the most un- 
promising spots of creation.' 
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III. A Mountain Ramble 

Diverse are days among the fells — some wet, 
some fine. On some the mount^ns seem to pal- 
pitate in sultry haze ; on others they stand statue- 
like and distinct against the bright blue skies of 
spring and autumn. The rocks and slopes possess 
ever-changing moods : grim with snow and icicles 
in early spring, green with grass and fern and moss 
later on, russet and crimson with the dying fires of the 
fall, gray and wan washed with the rains of winter. 
***** 

Eskdale in the pride of summer. The woods 
are covered with heavy foliage ; in the bright 
morn light the brackens clothing the rocky tors 
waves, and their fronds sparkle with drops of 
glory. Down the glens and over the rocks bright 
rivulets are dashing ; sunny waters are sleeping in 
every hollow. The jur feels buoyant, leaping with 
life, as though all Nature were revelling after the 
dun span of night. Thus for half an hour, till a 
cloud-bank swirls up from seaward. A dark 

121 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

shadow stalks along the valley ; great billows of 
rain slash against the trees and rattle among the 
quivering leaves. The mount^ns, fringed and 
studded with rock, seem to throw back the storm- 
wrack from their sides ; they tower dimly through 
the dark tide of drops, and as each brief paroxysm 
subsides they peer down again on the soaked dale. 
Then the squall passes on as rapidly as it came : 
the cap of wind soughs itself out among the sway- 
ing branches, and in a minute the air is clear, the 
sky blue and joyous, and with a flash the sun looks 
through the fast-retiring beards of mist and rain, 
cheering the dripping woods and bedrenched 
meadows, rousing skylark from the field, thrush 
in the brake, gilding the hurrying, foaming rills 
and beds of watery fern. So, with regular portions 
of rain and fair weather, passed two hours of the 
morning. 

When I started the air was clear ; a gray bank 
of cloud was wandering among the distant moim- 
tains. The bright sun glinted on Eskdale's 
emerald braes and laughing cataracts. A cloudlet 
of steam marked the laborious approach of the 
tiny decrepit train which runs between Boot and 
Ravenglass. Many years ago a geologist traced a 
rich outcrop of hematite in the hills here. Gipital 
was easily found to exploit the series of mines ; 
labourers in hundreds flocked to the old-world 
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valley. Nine miles of light railway were hurriedly 
laid. Then the mines suddenly * petered' out 
The expected El Dorado was a mere surface-seam 
of ore. Now ghylls and hillsides hide the great 
abrasions of that brief dawn of human energy 
'neath deep bracken and heath. The costly 
machinery at the pits is mere scrap, not worth 
transport ; at some places the whole outer structure 
has fallen down great declivities, to rust in tangled, 
dismal ruin. The cabins of the miners have almost 
entirely disappeared; the cottages, unroofed and 
with trembling walls, are nearly gone. On my 
right the river was running with surcharged speed. 
Its banks could not hold its volume ; the alders 
and rowans rooted in the water's realm shook as 
the current buffeted them. Every hundred yards 
or so an islet divided the force of the stream. 
Channels long ago deserted by the river were full 
and strong again, surrounding large slices of 
meadowland, on which kingcups bloomed in 
profusion. 

After about half an hour's walk, I turned in 
where a bridge spans a gorge, where Esk would 
be tumbling and churning and roaring in flood 
lust and fury. Yesterday hardly a foot of water 
flowed quietly far beneath the bridge, but now the 
raving torrent, pent in by immovable rocks, shot 
beneath the arch, throwing up, as obstacles buried 
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far beneath were struck, a smother of spray. The 
water had risen eight feet during the night at this 
point, and was probably still rising. From a rock 
ledge next the bridge a veteran angler was trying 
for sea-trout. Again and again he swung his line 
into the wild turmoil of currents. Possibly this 
man had been out since daybreak, for the sea-fish 
were running in large numbers. While I was 
present two fine fish came to his net The second, 
aided by the tremendous power of the down- 
coming waters, made a splendid and exciting fight 
Esk in flood is never more than mildly turgid, 
and it was not difficult to follow the fish's evolu- 
tions. Once, with a vicious backward leap, I 
thought it had broken clear ; but my veteran had 
anticipated such a move, and his line ran slack 
accordingly. 

* Catch many?* I asked. 

* Season's been rayther bad till noo,' was his 
reply. * It's oor first spate, this, and near t* end 
of August, too.' 

* How have you done this morning ?' 

*Varra fair. Twelve, but they're nobbut lile 
uns' [only little ones]. Which to my mind 
was a fiction. That second sea-trout must have 
been a three-pounder, and that will be reckoned a 
big fish for Esk. 

The ancient now leant his rod against the bridge 
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to execute some minor repairs, and was about to 
give me details of a wondrous catch of thirty years 
ago, when the air darkened and a warning damp- 
ness in the breeze sent me to seek shelter among 
the trees. 

When I took the road again, my route was to- 
ward the great Burn Moor. The Willan, which 
I had to cross, is a rivulet of moods. Generally 
its bed is occupied by a succession of verdure-hid, 
deep, clear pools, joined by narrow gurgling 
ribbons of water ; but now there issued from its 
granite dell a mighty surge of sound, and the 
flickering of a waterfall through the trees behind 
the cluster of houses called Boot caused me to turn 
aside. Down a great elbow of rock the rivulet 
was dashing. Here a creamy spout shot from 
some hidden cleft clear of the cliflF, and crashed to 
spray on the boulders far below. This protruding 
slab of mossy rock a thin film of water tardily 
welled over. The harebell so precariously 
anchored to that ledge is hidden from sight ; 
perhaps a stalk or two will be plucked away by 
the rude stream. Yet when Willan retires to 
seek its wonted way, nodding bells of azure blue 
will again uprear, a little bespattered with foam, 
yet perfect and strong, held into that hospitable 
cleft But the main fosse is a little to the right. 
In three leaps it comes down fifty feet, throwing 
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up a spume which is tinted by the sunbeams into 

a halo of rainbow hue. A few minutes later, as I 

passed up the steep mountain road, I turned for 

another look at Eskdale, the home of torrent. 

Great regiments of larches clothe the southern 

hills ; the other side is festooned in green c^ fern 

and grass. From seaward the hills rise bolder and 

more rugged, with oflshooting castles of jagged 

rocks overstanding the dale, with rifted gullies and 

gnarled woods where 

* with sptrkling fotm t small casctde 
Illuminety from within, the leafy shade.' 

Like a silver streak, the Esk wanders down the 
centre of the dale, with here and there dwindled 
cots and farms and fields and kine beside. A 
duskiness, forerunner of another stormlet, sweeps 
along, dimming the lustre of water and moist land. 
The sky is streaked with stretching pennons of 
rain-cloud, and I — I, with ne'er a cape to protect 
me — am standing on a bleak fell-track, far from 
shelter. I am neither hero nor philosopher to 
accept trials kindly, but I strongly wished to 
reach Windermere at nightfell, so heeded less the 
drenching shower. Care for health — the young 
are proverbially careless ; but if, when your clothes 
are completely saturated, you never allow your 
body to lose its temperature, a wetting more <^ 
less need not appal you. For years used to such 
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inconvenience, I can only add that this theory is 
also practice with me. 

Ere the top of the ascent was reached, the 
brief spla^ng shower had rushed on into the 
mount^ns. Across the deft of the dale, right 
opposite me, from an unseen distance of moorland, 
a mighty torrent was pouring over the edge of a 
precipice. This was Birker Force. 

' Resistless, roaring, dretdful, down it comes 
From the rude mountain and the mossy wild, 
Tumbled through rocks abrupt, and sounding far/ 

The air was filled with the varied voices of many 
waters : gurglings from the near-at-hand springs 
and runnels ; tinkUngs from the rivulets dropping 
down narrow rifts in the moor ; the rattle of the 
torrent speeding down the centre of the upland 
declivity ; and a dull^ insistent roar carried up to 
the heights from the Willan cascade, the rock- 
racked Esk, and it might be from the &r-away 
water-cloud of Birker. 

My track across the moor was a bit inconse- 
quent: sheep-tracks and man-tracks, anything 
trending in the right direction, were followed. 
Of course, the long tracts of bog had to be 
avoided — ^water oozed from them as from a huge 
sponge. In addition to these places, the whole 
moor was fidl of springs. Among the roots of 
heather were many up-currents, some with orifices 
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six inches square ; and their volumes spouted out 
with force, too, jets nearly a foot high being com- 
mon. Had not my boots been filled long ago 
with the drops brushed fi-om heather and bracken, 
I might have avoided these fountains, but under 
the circumstances I recked but little. Wide sheets 
of water were pouring down every slack, and I 
waded such as they were met. At one point fi-om 
a pile of boulders I counted fifteen springs within 
ten feet. 

Just as another crash of rain came along I 
sighted Burnmoor Tan. An old poacher of my 
acquaintance holds this water in high esteem ; the 
trout are big and easily caught, he says. I have 
not tried the place : the fishing is private. 

Standing by the darkling waters a splendid view 
is aroimd. Wastwater Screes raise a green 
boundary to the left, to the right the ridges rise 
to Great Howe, and finally to Scawfell, An easy 
route up the last-named mountain is well in sight 
A great pyramid of cloud rests beyond Wastdale, 
the dusky gulfs of Black Sdl and Mosedale alone 
being seen below it. My route for the present lay 
straight ahead, over the narrow hause toward 
Wastdale. Twenty minutes on I am at the 
summit. A bright blaze of sunshine lights up 
Wastwater and the great circle of silurian rocks 
around it In the level valley the eye first 
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catches the yews, and then the modest gray 
church. This is the smallest in England. The 
conundrum and boast of a Wastdalian, when 
asked his birthplace, is : * Ah cum fra whar there's 
t' hee'ist moontain, deepest lake, lilest kirk, an' 
t' biggest leer in aw England' [I come from 
where there is the highest mountain, the deepest 
lake, the smallest church, and the biggest liar in 
all England]. But the sound of a foxhound's 
voice, shrill as of a pleased puppy, carries my 
mind to men rather than views — to Will Ritson 
and the old Parson. I have a story of these two, 
not new, and perhaps incomplete, which apper- 
tains at least to Wastdale. Many years ago a 
wandering fox played particular havoc among the 
flocks. Guns and dogs failing to close his account, 
one Sunday morning a party of dalesmen assaulted 
the earth he lay in with terrier and crowbar. 
However, while they attacked the front, Reynard 
escaped by a side-channel, and was speeding away 
for a securer home, when an alarm was raised. 
Collie and bobtail, hound and terrier, streamed 
across the hillside in pursuit. The fox headed for 
Mickledore, and was crossing at great speed the 
level fields near the church, when a worshipper — 
this happened in the days of long sermons — taking 
a mid-service stroll, raised a wild ' Tallyho !' and 
rushed back into the church, shouting : * Here's t' 
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Ennerdale girt dog chassing for its life.' The 
droning homily from the pulpit was instantly lost 
in the clatter of clogs on the flagged floor, as pell- 
mell the congregation — men, women, and children 
— rushed out to join in the pursuit If the parson 
sighed at this abandonment of the service, he did 
it in brief time, for a moment later his surplice was 
hanging on the pulpit-rail and he far afield, labour- 
ing to catch up his parishioners. Down with the 
fox! then and now, is the watchword of fells 
shepherding. 

Some short distance I descended toward the vale ; 
then, calculating that the time in hand allowed 
me to take an alternative course over Scawfell 
Pike, I deflected from the path and faced the 
wearisome side of lingmeU. As I rose higher 
my view seaward widened, and beyond the yellow 
sands of the Cumbrian coast I could see here and 
there a steamer shaping its course. Of course, 
the air was preternaturally clear, and even minute 
points came up sharply. Just as I climbed the 
last wall, a little man in homespun came along the 
upper track. I spoke to him, and he told me he 
was out * looking his sheep.' Many of them had 
been aflFected by *t' wicks/ and he had had an 
anxious time, accordingly. *But,' he added, * it's 
nowt to what feeding them in winter time is for 
clash [wet weather] and hard work.' I asked him 

130 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE COMPLETE RAMBLER 

if he had ever been caught in a snowstorm while 
in charge of sheep. *No/ he replied, *and 
I don't want to. The fells here are that full of 
rocks and clifis that it's dangerous work groping 
about in a thick snowshower.' Remembering an 
experience of my own not three mUes from this, 
when a squall of January's whitest enveloped us 
without a minute's warning, I agreed. Only good 
luck brought us out of that incident happily, for 
every landmark was either deep under snow or 
hidden by the murkiness prevsuling. The shepherd 
told of searches by lantern-light for missing neigh- 
bours ; no harm to life or limb had befallen any 
that he knew of, though the perils had been often 
great. Sometimes, he said, benighted tourists had 
to be sought for, but usually such were easily 
traced. 

After walking about half a mile with me, my 
companion excused himself, saying that his flock 
lay towards Lord's Rake, on the other side of the 
brawling torrent A few whistles and arm-sway- 
ings, and his two dogs were running far away, 
routing out stragglers from among the rocks and 
driving an ever-increasing band of sheep forward 
and upward. I followed the stony track to the 
top of Lingmell, and across a peat-stained expanse 
toward the last pitch of Scawfell Pike. A low 
cloud, distended and black with rain, had swept 
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along and swamped out of sight the region ahead 
of me. I had reached the edge of the mist, when 
the thought of keeping level along the hillside 
struck me, 1 was now about 2,800 feet above sea- 
level, within 500 feet of the summit, and my 
proposed traverse was a new piece of work to me. 
From the top of the ridge you can see little of this 
abrupt slope ; from the bottom the detail of its 
facets and slacks is lost. 

Huge splinters of stone lay on all ^des, frag- 
ments which had fallen from above, and over these 
I clambered. Again and again I sidled along a 
narrow streaming ledge, steep rock above, a long 
gap below. Then the cloud began to shed rain 
in tremendous bursts, and the rocks became 
slippery. Once or twice 1 ventured along routes 
which, though promising at first, became impass- 
able, and I had to get back to my starting-point 
as I could. When the stormlet was at its strongest 
there was suddenly from above a sharp rapping 
sound — ^like the reports of a Maxim gun — some 
little distance away. Five seconds or so the sound 
lasted ; there was a brief pause as though the world 
of rigid stone and driving rain hung in the balance, 
then a magnificent crash of thunder seemed to make 
the rock veins start and quiver. The mighty sound 
came from a lower level, and I heard it re-echoing 
up the glen to Styehead, with many a back- 
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ward-flung cadence. The play of lightning through 
the mist- wreaths was splendid. There was another 
roll of heavenVwar drum as I picked my way 
across upper Piers Ghyll. How that great chine 
seemed to hold the sound, buflFeting it from clifF to 
clifFjfrom foaming beck to lowering cloud! At last 
I judged it meet to turn my face up the hill, hoping 
to come near the path where the Esk springs from 
a small marsh. In ten minutes I was within earshot 
of a party of climbers, surprising them somewhat 
as I stepped through the curling mist almost into 
their midst. 
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IV. A Sketch of Duddonsidb 

At the stepping-stones people on wandering bent 
generally cross, and, turning upstream, are soon 
within the mighty Duddon gorge, where founts 
of green water dash through barriers of piled-up 
rocks crowned with heather and brambles. 

It was early autumn. Through the cool air 
came the notes of some of the later songsters, on 
the moors beds of green bracken still waved, but 
here and there single fronds were turning orange 
and crimson and yellow. Great bushes of glossy 
holly began to be noticeable on the crags as the 
brakes of hazel and whitethorn thinned off their 
siunmer foliage. On the bosky hillsides whitish 
patches of sphagnum were framed with bands of 
fiery red bog-grass. The dale was resonant to 
the turmoilings of water, down every ghyll foam- 
ing cataracts sprang, while here and there deep 
floods surged through the level woodlands. The 
air was marvellously clear, every knot and slack 
on the mountains showed phunly, and the fresh 
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bright sunshine gave everything, from the caern 
on the topmost crag of Wallabarrow to the wind- 
tangled bracken-beds near our path, a halo of 
glory. Here and there rabbits frisked to the 
shelter of burrow or fern, and once the half-choke 
of a cock-pheasant called his harem together to 
flee our approach* Along a path marked with pools 
of mud and water and studded with boulders we 
[dunged into the low screen of oak and ash, and 
in a few minutes were beside the stepping-stones. 
The river in front was at half-flood ; the crossing 
was covered a foot deep with clear, racing water. 
Far upstream, waterbreaks were gleaming between 
gray boulders and many-tinted coppices ; the roar 
as the current fretted through its rough channel 
came to our ears incessantly. In the shade of the 
larches we found an almost level path to our lefr, 
worn, doubtless, by sheep ranging the glades of 
these woods. A jay screamed and flew away, its 
blue side-feathers attracting the eye as it winged 
through the maze of stems. The river was again 
close beside — a deep pool in;which the sunlit water 
seemed to collect strength to go babbling down an 
inclined beach of smoothed stones. The river-bank 
became tangled with brambles and dense coppice, 
so we turned into a mysterious hollow where 
perhaps centuries ago Duddon's stream varied 
from its present bed. In a few yards we cleared 
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the trees and stood by a hollow in the woods. 
The stream In its ancient course had here tarried 
awhile and delved out a circular pool before 
passing seaward. Here, perhaps, the red deer 
had come by moonlight to drink — I never ramble 
by Duddon^de without my memory reverting 
to these animals, which less than a century ago 
roamed in wild freedom over the great silent 
wastes surrounding the valley. But now the 
bracken is rustled by wandering sheep, which turn 
and stare at such unusual visitors. We fringed 
this eddying place of a forgetful river, and dived 
into the dense coppice beyond, where brambles so 
hampered our path that we left the proximity of 
the water to find an old cart-track. On the hazel 
bushes a few nuts still hung, and twice there were 
glimpses of flying russet and white — squirrels 
disturbed at their repast. The old * gait ' found, 
we strolled steadily along : this wood in springtime 
must have been carpeted with blue ; the fleshy 
green leaves of the bluebell protrude through 
layers of rotting leaves and twigs. But when 
autumn is at hand flowers are rare in the riverside 
woods — a solitary strawberry bloom, maybe, with 
here and there a belated primrose or daisy. What 
the sweet summer glory of this paradise has been 
is recalled by the wealth of dead honeysuckle 
trailers and the dried-up stems of many wild- 
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vines. Now, descending a sharp hillock, we are 
bjr the ford in Tarn beck. The steady murmur to 
our right warns us of near Duddon, and we resolve 
to walk down to where the waters meet. The 
saplings are so dense by the waterside that we 
again seek the less difficult woods, coming at last 
to a narrow path bounded by thorn-bushes, bram- 
bles, and the punishing boughs of the wild-rose- 
tree. Ten yards on we are on the point where 
the two streams meet. Tarn beck has scooped 
itself a little bay, but the lordly Duddon here 
sleeps in a deep pool among the shingles. 

What words can describe the contrast between 
the rattling, dashing rivulet and the great placid, 
sunlit stream into which it falls and is lost ? On 
this very spot, amid a tangle of brambles and many 
fronded brackens, the great poet of the fells stood 
in imagination when he wrote : 

* Duddon . . . 
Who, 'mid a world of images imprest 
On the calm depth of his transparent breast, 
Appears to cherish most that Torrent white, 
The fairest, softest, liveliest of them all.' 

He saw it at * the busy hum of noon,' when its 
* murmur musical ' promised refreshment to distant 
meadows needing rain; but what would he have 
written if he had seen it as we did, if he had seen 
the velvet green of the aftermath in the fields 
across the river, and noted the woods of autumn 
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just flushing into realms of red and crimson and 
gold — if he had witnessed the glory of that October 
morning, when the air was instinct with light, and 
the ear was charmed with varied cadences of falling 
and rippling water ? Then Wordsworth's magic pen 
would have traced lines fairer far than those the 
scene actually inspired. But, alas ! the mind of a 
trifler with Nature rises with difficulty to such 
enchanted heights nor stays there— for cunningly 
hid between the veiling undergrowth and the 
upspringing grass I espied the stem of a sapling 
ash with its branchlets roughly lopped ofF. For 
curiosity I drew this forth, and, lo ! there, scraped 
on the tender gray-green bark, here and there — 
bitten through to the white wood — ^were the marks 
of the rings attached to the salmon-poacher's bag- 
net. Wordsworth and the serene majesty of the 
morning were alike instantly forgotten in the 
contemplation of this agn of a * black art/ It was 
simple enough to conjure up that scene of last 
night 

About a dozen salmon have collected in this 
pool, waiting for a flood to allow them to pass 
through the roaring, broken rapids of the gorge 
to spawning redds far above. For some hours 
vigilant eyes have been upon their movements, 
and now in ^he pitch darkness of midnight two 
men approach the riverside from oppo^te direc- 
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tions. Cautious signals are exchanged ere they 
meet behind a screen of bushes, and are repeated 
as they stealthily patrol the riverrides. Then 
away in the woods near the stepping-stones the 
axe is plied with muffled vigour ; the branches 
rustle with their neighbours as, the stem being 
severed, they are drawn downward. The steel is 
scarcely audible as the lesser limbs are struck away 
and the net-pole prepared. With hardly a sound 
the poacher threads his way through the coppices, 
and he is soon again by the pool's marge. 

In the meantime his comrade has drawn their 
net from beneath the concave bank, has laid it 
straight on the dank grass (there is the draggled, 
tramped sward), and soon has the rings fixed on 
the pole. Now all is ready, and the younger man 
takes the long shaft, and with a sweep draws the 
net into the pool. In a moment it becomes 
saturated and sinks, then is carefully drawn for- 
ward. The strain on the netsman is great ; he 
bends to the task and puts forward his utmost 
strength, but in vain. He cannot force his con- 
trivance against the current — here, though flow- 
ing soft, Duddon is really very powerful — so his 
comrade comes to his assistance. 

By their united efforts the net is brought nearer 
land. As they bend over, the sheen from the 
water lights up the faces of the strxiggling men. 
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There is satisfaction in eveiy coarse and bloated 
line. As the net moves the surface of the pool 
becomes troubled, a fin or a tail cuts through the 
water : the salmon, though enmeshed, are exerting 
themselves to escape. But in vain, for, with an 
oath at the coldness of the water, the elder poacher 
steps into the pool, going deeper and deeper till 
the water rises to his shoulders, till he is able to 
force the pole and its heavily-laden bag-net to the 
sur£ice and then ashore. In the clear depths his 
footmarks are traceable by the places where the 
moss was scraped from the stones by the hobnails 
of his boots. 

The fish are rapidly killed and their carcases 
placed in bags (here and there a broken scale 
gleams silvern among the grass and shales) ; then, 
one carrying the unrigged net in addition to his 
load of salmon, the poachers are quickly lost to 
sight in the woods. Such is the story told by 
the abandoned net-pole and the shores of the 
robbed salmon-pool. 

We turned aside fi-om the river, scrambling up 
a steep clay bank, forcing a passage through a 
barricade of hazels, and in a couple of minutes 
were once again in a cleared area. Crossing this, 
in the shadow of the larch grove, here and there 
were quite considerable conical mounds, seemingly 
composed of dead sections of twigs. In and out 
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of these by a thousand tunnel entrances were 
moving files of large black ants. These hills 
claimed our attention awhile. They were indeed 
cunningly built, and more than once a longing 
came to make an examination of their interiors. 
A scientist or a competent naturalist would have 
been justified in such an experiment^ but not a 
pair of mere wanderers. 

To compensate us, as it seemed, almost at once 
we heard a soft patter of paws and a soughing 
of delicate branches — a squirrel was dashing along 
the boughs not far away. As soon as the tree-bole 
was reached, the russet body whisked out of sight 
at great speed, but an eye kept on the point 
where it disappeared soon detected two sharp, 
tufted ears and a pair of bright eyes anxiously 
watching our movements. I called my com- 
panion's attention to this, and so long as we 
refiiained from movement the keen three-sided 
contemplation went on ; but as soon as my arm 
stirred the little head was withdrawn, and I knew 
that four legs were carrying the squirrel swiftly up 
towards the crown of the tree. And, as antici- 
pated, after the lapse of a few seconds the little 
animal reappeared on a branch quite a long 
way up, quietly observing us. The squirrels of 
Duddonside suffer littie persecution by humans 
evidently, for this one had a curious, if rather 
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distant, interest in us, and refused to be scared by 
any pretence at hostilities. Even as we moved 
away, a backward glance told us that the animal 
had altered its portion to get a final glance, and 
was now hanging head downwards, peering at us 
from under the branch it was sitting upon. 

A few minutes more, and the swiftly-moving 
waters of Duddon appear through the straight 
larch-stems. We are close beside the impassable 
stepping-stones and our path back from the woods 
to the little hamlet by the church. 
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V. Ghyll-climbing 

Nearly the most miserable class in society con- 
tains those who have just fallen below distinction, 
while their efforts have raised them high above 
mediocrity. These persons are unjustly described 
by the brilliant as * the rank and file.' 

In crag-dimbing there are a few who seem to 
successfully emulate a fly or a spider in n^otiating 
slippery rock walls, who can scramble unmoved 
along the sheerest precipices, or climb untiringly 
at the steepest ascents. Then come ^ the rank and 
file,' whose deficiency of nerve or strength does 
not permit such risky work. Where do we find 
this class during the holiday season ? Squatting 
under some towering crag, maybe, which it is 
their ambition to ascend, in the vain hope that 
familiarity with its outline will breed contempt 
for its dangers. Or spread - eagled in some 
dangerous ^tuation, as the man who many years 
ago attempted to climb Piers Ghyll, a narrow, 
deep chasm in the side of Scawfell Pike (Cumber- 
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land). He scrambled to a ledge nearly level with 
the waterfall which closes the direct ascent of this 
most majestic ghyll, then lost confidence, and 
dared neither advance nor retreat. Twenty-four 
hours' exposure made him desperate enough to 
leap into the fall pool thirty feet beneath, in which 
manner he escaped. 

* A good cragsman is a good mountaineer * is a 
proved axiom ; but when the fells are so thoroughly 
and accurately mapped out, and paths are so dis- 
tinctly traceable as they now are, few adventures 
happen to the careful man, and the fierce struggles 
which form the chief delight of crag-climbing are 
woefully lacking. 

There is another branch of British fellscraft, 
however, which may meet with the favour of 
such persons, and which should be better known 
to everyone. But to discuss this it must be 
assumed that every climbing-machine, every rock- 
scrambler, has found his natural sport, for the 
man to whom this pastime is open must be able to 
discern grace and symmetry in the water-hewn 
rocks, picturesqueness in the beetling crags, and 
lively interest in the many charms of the ghylls of 
the fells. 

A ghyll, it may be explained, is the hacked-out 
course of a fell, beck, or stream, and may be 
divided into three scenic sections: First, the 
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approach, generally by a wide moorland glen, 
narrowing into a defile at its head, and choked 
with boulders of all sizes and shapes. The 
succeeding portion is the gully proper. The 
deepest waterfalls are here, as is also the hardest 
climbing. The lofty cliflS surrounding the fosse 
are split into irregular chimneys, yards wide rise 
spray-washed slabs without the slightest irr^ularity 
on their polished surfaces. The head of the ghyll 
is a return to the natural scenery of the fell. In 
some places this is reached by an easy grass ascent, 
in others after a rough scramble over piled fitig- 
ments of rock. 

A steep cornice may, however, bar the way, or 
the ghyll debouch into the hollow of a scree basin. 
Then comes a struggle upwards ; the grit slides 
away at every step. The wide scree gully in 
which the stream of debris originates is reached, 
and progress becomes not a little dangerous. The 
rotten * mountain delight ' which your feet have 
set in motion slips away from loose rocks on the 
higher slopes, and down they bound at fearful 
rates. Keep in the shelter if you can, and wait for 
the solid rain to cease. You cannot dodge the 
flying pieces, for, however quick your eye may be 
in marking, the treacherous foothold does not 
permit rapid movement. And the speed some of 
these dislodged stones attain is wonderfiil. The 
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writer remembers, when climbing a scree under 
Fairfield, seeing a portion of clifF topple over 
some hundred feet in front It simply bounced 
through the air, struck a spur from the parent 
rock some dozen yards from him, and burst into 
dust and splinters. The crash was louder than 
the explosion of a fair-sized cannon, and the very 
mounudn seemed to quiver at the shock. Had 
not a crevice afforded shelter from the mass of 
shingle which for some ten minutes whistled down 
the slope, these lines would never have been 
written. 

Some ghylls are mere fissures in the mountain- 
sides, with lofty cliffs rising sheer from their beck 
beds. In these the imprisoned water races down 
without a break on its surface, a yard wide, perhaps 
four deep. You scramble along the wall of rock 
and look down upon the scene, or laboriously 
work a way along the ledges, at every turn 
leaping the stream, leaving insecure foot and hand 
hold on one side for points equally insecure on 
the other. Then you come to a cataract; the 
brook tumbles over an abrupt rock into the deep 
and narrow basin, hollowed by and for itself. The 
gorge is closed; advance is at an end, retreat 
impossible, for there is not room on the narrow 
ledge in which to face about 

There against the skyline, forty feet or more 
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up, is a splinter of harder rock which has 
separated itself from the cliiF. Follow its bold 
outline to the water, where it forms the pro- 
montory between two minute bays, A tiny crack 
shows in the angle at the head of the cove, up 
which is the only way out; but there arc five 
yards of mossy, damp crag between you and that. 
Carefully the body is pressed against the slippery 
surface, and a sidle forward conunences, a notch, a 
microscopic chink affording precarious hold. The 
tiny bay is reached, and a few feet further is the 
crevice desired. An outcrop of felspar now forms 
a tiny escarpment above your head, and, holding 
to this, you drag along the sheer smooth breast of 
rock, your whole weight on your arms. If the 
ledge presents the slightest irregularity, your fingers 
will fail to grasp it, and down with a mighty splash 
you go into the dimpling pool. But the worst 
predicament is not eternal, and in ten seconds you 
have got into the cranny. After a short breather, 
up the chinmey you struggle, wrist, forearm, 
thigh, and calf, all working at their fullest power. 
A gathering light comes in from the left through 
the cleft between the narrow crag and the clifF. 
A lightning flash, more powerful than wind or 
weather, has cracked the former in many places, 
making it dangerous to ascend. The platform 
behind, however, affords foothold, and you have 
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another welcome rest. The roar of the waterfall 
fills your ears, and you look through the gap at it. 
How curiously near it seems! — you can almost 
step into its creamy spout. Splash, splash, thud, 
crunch — splash, splash, thud, crunch, in wearying 
reiteration comes up from the well below. Across 
the gulf a sheer cliff rises, lined and broken in its 
upper part as its twin on which you are clinging, 
but dropping, a broad smooth slab, into the whirl- 
pool of the force beneath. 

In other ghylls the climbing is less severe — 
these are the pretty, secluded glens by which the 
effluent of many a mountain tarn finds its way 
to the parent river. The first two miles of the 
one in mind are between bracken-covered slopes. 
Willows, mountain-ashes, and hollies flourish ; the 
clear water rushes down rock-slides from pool to 
pool. But further up the scenery becomes wilder. 
The bed of the beck is strewn with large fragments 
of rock fallen from aloft, which are happily adapted 
to the many-shaped waterfalls displayed in the 
first short gully. There is some hazard in fre- 
quenting these places, as many a man has had 
proof. The shepherd has possibly seen the fall 
of an immense mass of rock into the shallow where 
a day or two previously his charge made halt to 
drink. I know one ghyll which in a single night 
was choked by the fall of a neighbouring cliff, so 
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that a lovely waterfall was formed, with a deep 
pool above and another below the obstruction. 
Many a natural bridge of * chocked ' rock is formed 
by such an event. In the higher portion of this 
stream is a large tarn, and just before it is sighted 
the waters of the outflow are pent into a gorge 
between two mountains, and cascade after cascade 
breaks upon the view. Climb along the river-bed 
here ; it is difficult and toilsome work, but the 
vantage is unique. The water churns round in 
a mad whirlpool here; a few yards in front it 
races towards us on what appears to be one lofty 
rock-shoot, but which discovers itself into a dozen 
separate falls. The water does not seem to fall 
from one to another of these ; it is more of a single 
roll or a bound. Alert, bright trout dart about 
in transparent water, devouring whatever food the 
beck brings down — a hard-cased bracken clock 
which has attempted a flight beyond its power 
and perished, a soft mollusc torn from its rock 
home, or a caterpillar dislodged by the passing 
breeze from some twig. 

Carefully coasting round a mossy corner into a 
recess from which the cheerful thunder of water 
proceeds, we enter a crag basin of remarkable 
charm. We find footing on a slab which almost 
spans the stream. It has peeled from the cliflF 
above, and has been caught in its descent on 
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a narrow ledge. The brook plashes against its 
sides, and grumbles under it to the outlet. The 
spray-damped clifft are green with moss; down 
the gaps by which the springs from above reach 
their bourne hang long streamers of water-weed ; 
a wren has taken possession of a dry pocket 
among the rocks opposite, and is surveying us 
suspiciously. It twitters and scolds, defies and 
threatens, but its trouble is for nothing. The 
niche in which it homes is impossible to reach, 
even if we were so minded. Green and gray and 
yellow, white and crimson and brown, are im- 
parted to the drier precipices by the lichens ; 
silvery birch boughs sway above, green-yellow 
roots hang into the turmoil of the water. A 
dipper dashing up the gully sees a human presence, 
hesitates a flash, then passes at accelerated speed, 
its wild song echoing over the drone and boom 
without a tremor or a pause. This rock hollow 
is merely one among many equally pretty, and 
pen, pencil, or brush fail to convey half its 
delights. 

As the slippery diflfs afibrd no handhold on this 
side, we cross the slab, and attack a deft down 
which dangle, as so many ropes, the roots of a 
mountain-ash. Holding to these, we easily gsun 
the higher level of the glen, and make forward. 
Pasang the mountain tarn, we enter the upper 
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col; and among my many climbs, this has been 
the most unsatisfactory. It is a wild delve in the 
mountainside ; steep banks of scree slope into it, 
with here and there a tongue-like bank of tawny 
grass. 

The little stream purls and rattles by your 
side as you force your way over the yielding 
debris, jM'omising a rocky and picturesque source. 
Higher and higher you struggle, and the water 
correspondingly shrinks in volume. The fenlike 
streams of shale and dust have here invaded the 
narrow dell, and you may hear the beck grumbling 
and spouting beneath the feet. Further up the 
ground seems to rise more abruptly, and your 
hopes rise, to be quickly dashed, for the stream is 
now too weak to burrow a course for itself. The 
moisture from a wide grassy basin percolates 
through dank green moss, tinkles in thin lines 
down the inequalities, or in wide glassy sheets 
slides — it cannot be said to flow — among the 
steeper rock-feces, accommodating itself to all 
angles without a sound or a splash. And this is 
the source of the stream you have so laboriously 
traced. 

Another fine gully is entered from an old 
quarry. After carefully n^otiating a succes^on 
of dripping slabs, on hands and knees, you reach 
the darkened bed of a chasm. On the right the 
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light is excluded by perpendicular rocks, crowned 
with a plantation of dark firs ; on the left a less 
abrupt slope, covered with dainty oak-fern and 
evil-smelling * ramps/ rises to a thicket of hazel, 
overtopped by ash saplings. A couple of these 
have fidlen and form a living bridge high above 
the stream. Climb carefully here, and shun the 
ferny slope, for the thin bed of leaf-mould slides 
down with the slightest pressure. A misty gleam 
in A^nt shows that the chasm widens ; the noise 
of falling water proclaims a cataract, and soon its 
trough is reached. The tiny stream is descending 
a succession of mossy steps, now close to one 
bank, now to the other, wandering as it wills over 
the wide face of rock. In winter, when the spongy 
fell is thoroughly satiu*ated, a huge volume crashes 
through this defile. Then the gorge is impossible 
to scale, the trough is a churn of angry, yellow- 
brown waters, and the tiny tinkle deepens to a 
majestic roar. Above the fall the water still 
descends in picturesque cascades, at one moment 
rushing pell-mell down a tiny crevice between 
smooth black rocks, playfully diving into a deep 
black dub at another. In one corner it divides 
round a green boulder, on which a few wisps of 
grass and a foxglove find sustenance; further up 
it passed an abrupt ledge in a pretty spout. The 
merriment of the brook seems to infect you, and 
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you feel that you have lost a companion when you 
reach its source in the 

* Mere of the moorland. 
Boulder-environed. ' 

Entering another ravine which has a most un- 
promising opening near the top of a slate-quarry, 
we notice stupendous crags which augur hard 
work. Their lower strata are, however, much 
broken, and the first emerald-green basin of water 
is easily passed ; but further up a giant mass over- 
hangs the ghyll. After carefully surveying both 
sides, a tiny jut is tried and found wanting. The 
adventurer loses hold on the rock and is imme- 
diately immersed in about ten feet of water. The 
other bank is examined more carefvdly, and a long 
traverse discovered. Along this we warily sidle, 
making holds for hands where possible. At a 
most awkward point the traverse comes to an 
end, and the way back has to be crawled at some 
risk. 

The most dangerous gully incident was met 
when climbing by a waterfall. The rock (iron- 
stone) was steep, but rotten. We directed our 
climb towards a block apparently about five feet 
in diameter. Perhaps this was finely poised on a 
bed of yielding sand or clay, for as soon as we got 
weight upon it over it toppled, narrowly missing 
crushing us against the wall. The boulder fell 
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into the deep water, and, of course, we fell too. A 
wetting was a lucky finish to this adventure. 

I well remember descending a very pretty ghyll 
—or was it the splendid conditions which made it 
so ? It was a lovely morning, and we had climbed 
Kentmere High Street during the hours of dusk in 
order to see the sun rise, A long bank of purple 
haze had lain along the horizon, but the sun rapidly 
rose above this and flooded hill and valley, moun- 
tain and lake, in a very Maze of glory. At 5.30 
we made a move towards Mardale, where we hoped 
to get some breakfast. Down the steep moun- 
tain-shoulder, where the path dodged among the 
boulders, we made rapid progress to Blea Water, 
the waters of which were rippling in a slight 
breez^e. At the foot of the tarn we sat for awhile 
on the gray lichened slabs, enjoying the bright, 
warm morning sunshine. Then down the bracken- 
covered slope agsun to a small waterfall most 
picturesquely situated. The sun shone directly 
into its deep rocky basin, and every surge of the 
tumbling water was tel^;raphcd to the eye in flash 
and glitter. Some mountain-ash-trees clung round 
the steep rock, their long roots, white and green, 
hanging dripping into the clear pool below. Seen 
under these indescribable circumstances, the sight 
was a very memorable one. It was only the pangs 
of hunger that forced us to move on. 
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One of the best expeditions for one who has a 
real liking for the smaller beauties of water and 
rock scenery is to Sacgill. This is at the head of 
Longsleddale, a long narrow valley of the usual 
Lakeland type, with an unusually cramped defile 
at the foot. Right in front, as you cross the 
narrow switchback bridge from the cluster of 
antiquated houses known as Sacgill, and turn up 
the edge of the torrent, are Harter Fell and Gray 
Crag, the abrupt front of the former continuing 
in Goat Scar, a pile of rough, fox-haunted crags. 
As the walk is proceeded with, a curious depression 
in the dalehead is reached — a flat entirely covered 
with stone, which at some distant time has evidently 
been a small tarn. Portions of this level are still 
banked up to make pools for sheep-washing, and 
a strong wall has been built across at the foot to 
prevent the loose debris washing at flood-time on 
the cultivated valley below. At the head of the 
depression comes our ghylL At first the usual 
succession of small cataracts, each with its clear 
pool where the water swirls awhile ere escaping 
down the water-worn green slabs which constitute 
the steep river-bed. The path, or, rather, the sheep- 
track which serves this purpose, becomes steeper, 
and the falls correspondingly higher. You rise 
from the valley in a succession of mighty steps ; 
the shelf on which you are standing prevents your 
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seeing the route by which you came, giving in 
return a distant view of the valley shimmering in 
the bright sunshine, with, still further, range after 
range of moorish hills, with, here and there a rough 
diffy till the distant sea closes the view. 

You are now in the very jaws of the pass ; a 
spur of Goat Scar approaches the stream fi-om the 
left, and a tali corner of Gray Crag forces itself 
into the narrowing glen opposite. Now the more 
immediate river-banks rise higher, the rolling 
waters in front come by a swiftly descending curve. 
At this point we climb round the foot of the rocky 
bank, here some fifty feet high, and find a standing- 
place on a small beach. This is the only place in 
the rock basin where such a foothold is possible. 
Behind us the crags rise, covered with tiny clumps 
of mountain-sage, and fringed at their tops with 
waving bracken fronds. Beyond, higher and 
higher, rise the stony ridges to the crags, which 
strike the eye in whichever direction it is turned. 
The beck tumbles into the small deft, and as yet 
its unbroken descent is out of sight, but the soft, 
liquid, churning sound betrays its presence. 

As other venues fail us, a tough scramble up 
the grass-hung bank commences. From the bank 
of the gorge are several grand vertical views 
through luxuriant mountain-ashes of the stream 
dimpling in the deep crevice, and then of the 
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waterfall, with its brink twenty feet beneath, its 
chasm fvily fifty. Further on come a nimiber of 
pretty cascades ; then you emerge from a water- 
hewn gallery on a level with the stream. As the 
pass widens, a belt of tough slaty rocks is ap- 
proached, and down these the beck shoots. Not 
a bush grows near — we are at too high an eleva- 
tion — and the view savours of desolation. Damp, 
green rocks pall ; the succession of streams sliding 
almost noiselessly down long smooth surfaces be- 
comes monotonous ; ridge after ridge of stony fells 
give a dreary impression. But just where the pass 
opens into the swampy moor is its redeeming feature. 
Threading along the course of the beck, we see a 
stream issuing from a crag-guarded ghyll, and on 
approach find that the stream fills it from bank to 
bank. A few stepping-stones allow one to reach 
a place where some advance can be made along the 
foot of the cliflfs. Then ford the stream at the 
shallow, and climb the jutting crag to the right. 
You are now in an amphitheatre of rocks. In front 
is the waterfall, its spray damping you through ; 
almost beneath is the chinklike passage through 
which the water escapes. On either hand tall 
crags rise, all dripping with spray and hung with 
luxuriant mosses. Here and there a fern — hart's- 
tongue or similar slime-loving variety — finds root- 
hold ; a huge figment, torn down, maybe, by 
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lightning, redines precariously in a comer, ready, 
it seems, to fall and block up the pod. An active 
person can spring easily across the narrow gulf to 
the cliff over which the stream is pouring, and 
there find sufficient hold to climb out. But it 
allows of no mistakes. A fidl into the well of the 
cascade is to be dreaded, as the unfortunate could 
only trust to the stream carrying him into the 
outflow passage ; there is no handhold within reach 
by which a good position could be secured agadn. 
After this ghyll, not more than fifty yards in 
length, has been explored, the tour is finished, 
and it cannot fail to have been a most pleasing 
one. 
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VI. Mountain Moonlight 

Evening drew on apace as we walked out of 
Keswick by the Castlehead road. The ground, 
though not frozen, was firm and dry, and the 
faint breeze carried just a tinge of winter from 
northward. In the great hollow behind us lights 
b^n to twinkle here and there. Lake Bassen- 
thwaite stetched like a sheet of blue steel between 
the steep slopes of Skiddaw and the brown cop- 
pices beneath Barf, while the cloudless western 
sky still glowed with the waning radiance of 
sunset. 

On the hills lingered day ; in the valleys night 
was nigh. At a comer in the long ascent we 
paused. A thin blue mist was gradually ascending, 
extending and joining into a canopy beneath which 
the lowlands were rapidly lost to view. Two wide 
fleecy clouds showed where the lakes lay. The 
vapour ri^ng from the Derwent marked a streak 
across the level meadows between them ; a thou- 
sand rills sent up their several lines to make a 
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pall over the wide Newlands Vale, while a reek- 
like smoke rose from where Greta fretted over its 
deep rocky course beneath Latrigg. Ere we 
finally turned away, our eyes had wandered for 
some minutes over a continuous, slowly-moving 
sea of cloud, upon which the solid fells and pre- 
cipitous crags seemed to be floating. 

In half an hour we had crossed the ridge of 
Gistlerigg. Through the leafless hedgerows 
bounding our track to the right a series of dark 
summits approached us closely. The last glare 
of day had left the sky, and above these rugged 
heights shone a few of the brighter lamps of 
heaven. A dull cloak of vapour occupied the 
hollowness in front, with the stumpy Naddle fell 
standing islandwise, for beyond it could be seen 
the night mists o'erhanging St John's Vale. To 
our left Blencadua was the most prominent moun- 
tain, its huge mass and sharp, broken contour 
showing to great advantage in the starlight, while 
along the eastern horizon stood the leviathan 
Helvellyn range, some five miles away. 

A pale primrose light ran along their topmost 
ridge, flushing the sky so that for a space the 
sparkling stars could not be seen. The moon, 
we knew, was about to rise ; indeed, we had 
chosen this night for a stroll because continuous 
light would illumine our way. It was grand 
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walking along that hardened road, watching for 
rifts in the drifting mist above us, giving us brief 
glimpses of the brightening quarter of the sky. 
But we were within the shade of the mighty 
mountsuns before the moment arrived when the 
moon would appear over Crossfell, and flood with 
bright, uncertain light the upper world of moun- 
tains. But instead of this spectacle we watched, 
as we groped up the pony-track in the semi- 
darkness, the light touch the summits, and then 
the narrow * edges,* or ridge-approaches, to Blen* 
cathra, making every boulder and cranny on the 
eastward side visible, accentuating the steepness 
and ruggedness by leaving the western slopes in 
utter darkness. 

Perhaps five minutes' walk below the crest of the 
pass we stopped to view the scene at leisure, and 
to r^ain our breath for the brief final ascent To 
northward a great ridge of mountains, furrowed 
with dark ghylls and decked with great rock-faces 
and beds of scree ; beyond, the uncertain glimmer 
of lakes caught through riven masses of mist ; 
still further away (to westward), a sea of blue 
mountain - tops. To the right of these, broad 
moors and craggy fells, shadowy glens and 
sparkling tarns, with here and there a twinkling 
rivulet But the finest scene of all was a crag 
deep beneath our feet, seemingly 
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* with airy turrets crowned, 
Buttress, and rampire's circling bound. 
And mighty keep and tower.' 

With the level fleeces of mist kissing its lowest 
wall of slabs, it seemed a veritable castle suspended 
in mid-air, yet so real that we seemed to listen for 
the challenging blast of an Arthur's horn to shake 
the echoes of the hills upon which the solid pile of 
gray would once again rouse itself to life and light 
But even in this hour of moonlit witchery our 
senses would not play us false, and carry us back 
in spirit to the fabled days of old. 

We turned in silence to resume our journey, 
yet it was not ¥nth cold we drew that sharp 
breath. For on the bright skyline above us 
horses and men were moving. Knights-errant ? 
No, they were not clad in glistering mail from 
top to toe, nor carried they the bows and spears 
of the men of the Border raids. No, they were 
peaceful farmers of Legburthwaite, returning from 
a sheep-fair in another vale. We greeted them 
warmly — Nature at its loveliest, as we see it to- 
night, yet makes a man feel lonesome — and after 
a few words they passed on. But for long their 
occasional voices and the ringing of the horseshoes 
on the stony track were companionable sounds. 

We did not quite ascend to the top of the pass, 
but just as the eastward prospect began to open 

162 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE COMPLETE RAMBLER 

turned southward for Helvellyn. There was no 
path, but the ground was fairly even. A flank of 
the great mountain cut off the view of dun, 
coppice-fringed Thirlmere ; an outcrop beneath 
our feet hid the Vale of St. John. There was 
but little breeze on the uplands. The sound 
of a prowling fox or the bark of a wakeful dog at 
a sheep-farm in the gulf beneath again and again 
came to our ears as we strode along the grassy 
brae nearer to the highest peak. 

* Now for a short rush ': for thus years ago was 
1 introduced to the wonderful view, and I like to 
re-feel when possible that glorious sensation. So 
up to the crest we came. As we stood there in 
the cold night air, it seemed to me that in a few 
yards we had climbed into another world. Our 
feet were upon a narrow beach of loose, clinking 
mountain limestone. To right and left the ground 
continued a few paces, then abruptly fell into 
depths unseen, and beyond, at a much lower 
elevation, the eye rested upon the jagged rocks 
of Striding Edge and Catchedecam. That long 
floating cloud is UUswater. The confiised masses 
are raising themselves somewhat, and the narrow 
waters of the lake in all their moonlit loveliness 
are partially to be seen. 

Every one of the deep abysses radiating from 
the ridge on which we stand is occupied by a 

163 L 2 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

wandering patch of white vapour, but, as often 
happens, the moist places have by this time ceased 
their supply, and the clouds are gradually thinning 
and will shortly disappear. We felt as though 
from some insecure, lofty platform we stood 
r^arding the creation of a world of giant rocks. 
Everything seemed so huge, so primitive, so awe- 
inspiring. A patch of thin night mist could hide 
every vestige of men's handiwork ; but up here 
works of God's own fashioning stood supreme, 
overtowering the highest banks of vapour, and 
sheering in majestic silence their ambitious 
shoulders far up into the starlit sky. 

For long we stood gazing — first north, to 
where the view ended on the plains of Cumber- 
land ; southward, over enormous piles of rocks, 
and over mist-brimming hollows where we knew 
lakes were hid ; eastward, over a mass of moun- 
tains furrowed with deep valleys ; westward, over 
low moors to a silvery range of heights. 

My eye was perhaps most attracted to a long 
and nearly level series of ridges, along which I 
knew the Romans of old had built a road which 
still endures. More than once I had walked 
there by moonlight, and noted the giant front 
of Helvellyn, fenced with crags and strewn with 
scree, formidable-looking even so for away. But 
the chill air of night compelled us to move, and 
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for an hour along the crest we walked, skirting 
cliffs which fell away abruptly to pastoral coves, 
and coming at last to where over the dark Grise- 
dale Tarn we came oppo^te the long scree-strewn 
shoulder of Fairfield. 

The only sheep we met as we walked along the 
ridge was most palpably a * stray,' When the 
flock were driven down from the heights a month 
ago, this item managed to avoid both dc^ and 
shepherd. Poor creature ! it hailed us with a loud 
bleat ; but though we had wished to give it help, 
we knew not whither to drive it What happens 
to such during winter? The ravens and hawks 
and foxes squabble over their carcases at the foot 
of deep difls they have wandered over during 
time of storm, or in the narrow ghylls where 
their bodies lie after the drift in which they were 
smothered has melted away. Sometimes also the 
sheep's wanderings are ended by a splinter of rock 
falling upon it as it threads the path beneath the 
precipices. A good many of the * strays ' are un- 
deniably collected by the dread * night-shepherds ' 
— sheep-stealers. Anyhow, very kw are folded 
home or met again when with spring the flocks 
return to the uplands. 

Now we turned westward, traversing a bog 
from which a streamlet flowed, and by the 
descending course of this we quickly returned to 
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the dale. From Sticks Pass to the bog we had 
walked six continuous miles without coming so 
low down as 2,ocx) feet above sea-level. The 
whole journey was within the region of barrenness. 
The ground was strewed with stones of various 
^zes, between which bent -grass and occasional 
mosses — ^and in smnmer a few hardy sasdfrages 
and other alpine flowerets — made a show of life. 
Once the hoot of a wandering owl came up from 
a ravine in Nethermost Cove. Everthing winged 
had left the uplands on the approach of winter ; 
the other migrants would come with the snow. 

From Wythbum we crossed the fields to the 
west shore of Thirlmere. The moon had now 
risen high above the mountains, making a mellow 
path along the waters. It was delightful, and 
not too cold, to lean awhile on the wall next the 
road, look at the long ridge of mountain we had 
walked upon, and to watch the flocks of wild-duck 
and geese quickly moving about the moonlit bays 
at our feet. Midnight was past long before we 
neared Armboth, where the ghosts of the Lake 
G>untry families are said to meet and hold occa- 
sional revel, and in another two hours, after many 
a halt to enjoy the glory of the night, we were at 
that comer in the long Castlehead whence we 
watched day fede from the western sky. The 
valley beneath was still the haunt of floating 
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mists ; at one moment there was a bewitching 
glimpse up Newlands Vale, at another we saw the 
silver moonlight streaming across Lake Bassen- 
thwaite. Yet after our ramble of some twenty-six 
miles we were loath to go indoors, and first re- 
paired to Friar's Crag, where perchance the cloud 
might rive apart and let us see Derwent Water in 
all its moonlit unearthly beauty, with its wooded 
islets floating like bits of paradise upon its tranquil 
bosom. 

The clouds did open while we stood there. 
Words cannot convey what we saw. 
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Mountain Fox-hunting 

Despite the difficulties presented by the rough 
surfaces and the peculiar weather associated with 
such elevations, fox-hunting is carried on to a 
large extent among the fells. The natives are 
sportsmen from their wild environment and the 
opportunities it gives for the chase. Foxes are 
too plentiful, their depredations being bewailed by 
every farmer, shepherd, and poultry-raiser within 
the area mentioned. The farm hands have com- 
paratively little to do in winter, for the sheep are 
brought from the distant uplands on the approach 
of hard weather, and their attention, therefore, 
only takes up a few hours of each day. As the 
shepherd seldom, even on the darkest mornings, 
turns out later than five a.m., it will be readily 
understood that there is plenty of daylight left for 
hunting. 

Four packs of hounds hunt the Lake Country, 
and, circumscribed though the area is, there is 
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no difficulty in arranging meets. Appointments 
seldom clash, for each mountain group has its own 
foxes and earths, and it is only when they cannot 
get to earth near home that they rush away over 
miles of crag and grass, in the usually vain hope 
of outstripping their pursuers. Many years ago a 
fox made a circuitous route about the moors at 
the foot of Kentmere, then ran over into Long- 
sleddale, giving a good forty-five minutes round 
that valley before the kill. Two packs having 
joined in the chase, some discussion arose as to 
which should claim the fox. Two veteran dales- 
men were therefore appointed arbitrators, and 
arrived at a satisfactory decision by selecting the 
hounds which, in their opinion, had most distin- 
guished themselves in the later stages of the chase. 
The hounds most adapted to this class of hunting 
are big, strong animals ; in no pack is uniformity 
a craze, either in colour or »ze. Most huntnnen 
keep a couple of small but exceedingly fast hounds, 
as they can help the terriers in some of the wider 
tunnels in the earths, where occasionally a fox will 
lie at bay on a rock-shelf out of reach of its 
smaller pursuers. These terriers are very small, 
hard animals, pugnacious in their excitement but 
wonderfully docile both before and after. They 
cannot, of course, pass the rough country at the 
speed of hounds — barely can they keep up with 
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the humans ; therefore the huntsman frequently 
gives them a lift in his capacious side-pockets. 
The memories of some of the terriers are phe- 
nomenal ; only let the pack drive their fox into 
a particular hole, and its location and interior 
arrangements are indelibly fixed in the little dogs' 
minds. 

The life of a fells fox does not present many 
new features ; fix>m birth he has to exert all his 
marvellous instincts for self-preservation. In 
spring and summer he lies out for days on the 
open moors, where the huntsmen dare not come, 
for fear of injuring the ewes and lambs. All 
summer Reynard is the scourge of the fells, but 
when wintry days cover his usual haunts with 
snow, he is forced to leave for the valleys. 
* Circling round the top of Bowfell were twelve 
ravens, uttering their hoarse cries, and diving 
persistently towards some object among the rocks. 
The safety of their carrion breakfast was at stake, 
for a prowling fox was evidently the butt at which 
they were worrying. As we neared the sununit, 
a deep gully on the Langdale side, full of snow 
and with a considerable cornice at the top, showed 
where Reynard had escaped his tormentors. The 
white mantle of snow was covered with the foot- 
marks of the birds, and backwards and forwards 
along the very edge of the precipice the fox had 

173 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

passed and repassed, evidently afraid to make the 
plunge. An overhanging rock upon the left, 
where the snow lay at a severe angle, had given 
the chance he sought, and he had jumped 
over, going up to the hips in the fluffy drift 
beneath.' 

By this season the packs are again on the alert, 
and only occasionally are the foxes given a rest. 
At a swinging trot the fox gets about a dozen 
miles from his earth during the night, and, return- 
ing at daybreak, finds hounds between him and 
his strongholds. It is easy work outflanking 
them, but sooner or later a hum in the rear pro- 
claims that some wanderer has struck his line. 
Half an hour's hard racing finds him exhausted — 
his night's work has already sapped his strength ; 
then on to the view sweeps the pack. A sharp 
race forward, a desperate snap at the foremost 
hound, a momentary check in the parti-coloured 
stream, a loud, rattling chorus, and bold Reynard's 
carcass lies still among the bracken. 

The earths whence the red vermin make their 
journeys, it may be here remarked, might be 
whole districts from their extent. On Buck- 
barrow, for instance, standing at the heads of 
Kentmere, Mardale, and Longsleddale, the ground 
is tunnelled for the area of almost a square mile, 
one set of holes communicating with another. 

174 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE DALESMEN'S SPORT 

The miles of passages generally baffle the 'cutest 
of terriers, and the great caverns have heard the 
death-shriek of many a fighting dog. If hunting 
is being carried on within the valleys mentioned, 
the escape of the fox has always to be prevented 
by blocking the chief entrances to this earth. 

The following record of a day's hunt may show 
more clearly how the sport is carried on under the 
circumstances : 

As I came round the corner of Kirkstone Fell 
from Woundale Moss, distinct sounds came from 
hounds from the side of Red Screes, and a few 
seconds later my eye was attracted by the hunts- 
man's red coat crossing the skyline. The pack 
had therefore started three-quarters of an hour 
ago ; but as there might be a delay before a hunt- 
able scent was discovered, I followed at my best 
pace. Fourteen hundred feet of grassy slack, 
crag, and scree had to be ascended, to the point 
where hoimds had gone out of sight. In my 
eagerness, when threading the tortuous way 
among the crags, I made a wrong turn, leaving 
the grass benks for a more direct but steeper 
route. At one point I was climbing a rough 
ironstone gully, with screes shelving precipitously 
below, and succeeding this were loose stones. 
Twenty minutes after leaving the road, however, 
I passed the caern on the summit. Windermere, 
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Coniston, Esthwaite, and UUswatcr were all visible 
as I glanced around for the hounds. A faint bay 
came up the wind, then another ; then stnught 
over Scandale I detected figures moving among 
the boulders. They were, as the crow flies, about 
a mile and a half distant, but a deep valley lay 
between. I was not long in getting down the 
sixteen hundred feet into the dalehead, and then, 
for the first time, I saw a number of actively 
moving white dots among the crags. When 
within a quarter of a mile, the knot of men, who 
had not moved far during my approach, struck up 
the fell, leaving me struggling across the boulders 
at the foot of the crags. Gradually the yards 
separating us shrank down ; then they turned 
round a crag-end and I lost view. The horn 
pealed again and again, and each time there was 
quite a chorus. Game was obviously afoot, and 
my first was likely to be my last glimpse of the 
hunting. In a few moments, however, a dngle 
hound came into view against the skyline ; then I 
was standing among an inquisitive, sniffing crowd. 
The rousing signals which had so disconcerted me 
were those calling the pack from a hopeless scent. 
Four men followed, and we were heading leisurely 
back at a f^ elevation above the dale, when one 
of the leading hounds gave the immistakable 
triumphant * find,' and the whole, dogs and men, 
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rushed at top speed over very rough ground. 
Two hundred and fifty jrards further on we 
recovered the pack around a storm-rent outcrop. 
Two terriers were slipped into the entrance to this 
* hold,* and very shortly a series of fierce yaps and 
yells proclaimed that the tenant was giving fight 
Bowman ordered hounds and followers to retire, 
hoping that the fox would make a dash into the 
open. Looking down a crack in the crags, our 
huntsman now espied Reynard, and asked us to 
help clear a passage. Accordingly, a good many 
pieces of rock were dislodged ; but the venue of 
battle rapidly moving, our work was useless. At 
this time one of the terriers came out for fi-esh air, 
and was immediately seized. He had been at 
grips with Reynard. What a moan of delight 
that little draggled white creature gave as he was 
released! He instantly dashed into the dark 
opening and rejoined the fi^y. 

As the minutes passed our force was augmented, 
till over a dozen men stood on the hillside. Bow- 
man was desirous of digging the fox out, but there 
were no tools within miles. But wasn't the rock 
broken enough to be removed with pick and 
spade? In a short hour five or six tons of rock 
had been torn out, and a nine-foot-deep shaft 
sunk far towards the scene of conflict, where Jack 
and Nip had driven their fox to the extremity of 
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its habitation. The wind was bitterly cold ; on 
the bleak hillside there was no shelter from its 
pitiless sweep, and as afternoon wore on its cur- 
rent became charged with moisture. In the exca- 
vations matters were more lively than without. 
Eager, strong hands were passing out huge pieces 
of rock. The cliiF had gradually been undermined 
some feet, and there was grave possibility of its 
splintered crest suddenly collapsing. After more 
tearing up of long narrow slabs of rock, a cavern 
was found, in which Bowman caught sight of one 
of his terriers ; and he was kneeling over the 
tunnel, encouraging them, when a portion of the 
overhanging rock gave way. Every further effort 
was nullified by a shower of stones. Reluctantly 
the huntsman gave the word to come out, taking 
the terriers with us up the hillside. *Crtve it a 
chance to come out ;' but I detected in his voice 
that the fox was unlikely to do so. As a last 
resort, he picked up several boulders, and hurled 
them down the slope one after the other on to 
the roof of the fox's refiige. The first fiagment 
bounced clear of the platform, but under its suc- 
cessor the top of the tunnel crashed in. At its 
next bound the rock struck the corner round 
which we had dug, and shattered it 

After another short wait we returned to our 
shaft, but found that another long toil was before 
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us if we were to force the fox into the open. It 
was now quite certain that he would not do this 
till positively compelled. 

•Let's hae t* terriers in agen, an' he'll happen 
stir/ 

The splintering blow which had wrecked our 
work had apparently made no difference inside 
the earth, and Reynard was inaccessible as ever. 
There was nothing but to leave him in possession. 
But what had he suffered whilst our terriers beat 
him from pillar to post ? 

After this termination of the siege, the hounds 
went over the fell to Kirkstone, I following the 
valley to Ambleside, and so home. We had had 
four and a half hours' work among the rocks, but 
could not claim a kill. 

Such a day of disappointment is occasionally in- 
evitable, but the hunting more often suffers from 
the excess of events. When foxes returning fi-om 
their night's prowl are converging on the main 
earths, it becomes a question, with so many afoot, 
which to follow first. The difficulty of keeping a 
pack together where scents are crossing here, there, 
and everywhere is very great Often at the end of 
the day hounds are hunting in groups of four or 
five, each portion being followed by a section of 
* the field.' 

For hunting we prefer the spring to autumn, as 
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in the former period the ground is less liable to be 
sodden, and the mists are seldom so thick and per- 
sistent. Of course, deep snowdrifts are often Ijdng 
in the northerly ghylls, and near these the going is 
heavy and unpleasant We met at Sacgill, a pic- 
turesque cluster of old £u-mhouses at the head of 
Longsleddale. It was not yet dayUght ; stars 
glinted above in the clear, cold sky ; a silvery 
crescent hung in the west ; all round the dark hills 
sheered up skywards. Though the hour was so 
early, the people were up and doing the necessary 
day's duties by lantern light. As the first gray 
streaks of dawn rose in the east, the shepherd 
sallied out into the intakes to his flock, and the 
idlers adjourned to the temporary kennels. In a 
few minutes the door was opened and the hounds 
skeltered into the daylight, making the dalehead 
ring as the huntsman gave his preliminary wind of 
the horn. Then the shepherd came down the in- 
take, and, as he got near enough, shouted that 
there was a big fox coming round the end of 
Dixon Crag — a mile and a half off as the crow 
flies. Having got so near home, it was more 
than likely that the redsldn would risk all on his 
outpacing the hounds in the four miles to Buck- 
barrow. We toiled up a long ascent, near the 
top of which hounds struck a scent, and a wild 
crash of music proclaimed it red-hot. My old 
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friend faced the slope no longer, but ran along it 
with a long, shambling stride. 

* By gum !' he panted, when I got up to him, 
* t' ahld diwil 'II be in afFor t' hooals er blockt ' (the 
old devil will be in before the holes are blocked). 

My attention had perforce to be confined to the 
ground we were crossing. It was like the debris 
of some huge cathedral piled block on block, and 
overgrown with parsley fern — so rough that in 
cooler moments I would have looked to avoid 
crossing it. A big ghyll furrowed the side of the 
fell, and away near the skyline the pack were 
pouring into it, and in a few moments climbing 
out on the fiirther side. We had to cross the 
stream. The slope behind us made it difficult to 
leap, and the only hold beyond was on a slippery spur 
of rock. When we reached the hillside again the 
hounds were but a memory. Among dead bracken 
and across scree we ploughed determinedly, and in 
a few minutes reached a corner of the fell from 
which we caught a distant glimpse of the hounds 
in full cry. The huntsman was waiting here, and 
the whips. My companion, however, told me that 
the fox was now going to some * stopped ' holes, 
and would doubtless return quite close to hand. 

After a seemingly interminable wait, a draggled 
fox, with back up, darted round a corner of the 
hill in fi"ont, and crossed the brook. A terrier 
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was let loose. For a moment Reynard hesitated, 
then galloped forward ; but the pugnacious animal 
was on him, worrying and snapping. The fox 
turned to his tormentor, but in a few seconds a 
loud chorus from the pack, which had been at 
fault, maybe, a moment, proclaimed the 'view.' 
The hounds seemed to shoot over every obstacle, 
and a turmoil of black-and-tan and liver-and-white, 
showed the death. The brush was rescued, but 
the head had been crushed out of all semblance 
by some iron jaw. 

The next move was into a valley-head, where 
at every step a muddy fountain spurted over our 
boots from the spongy moss. From the east a 
dense white mist had been creeping over the 
mount^ns, completely hiding everjrthing not dose 
at hand. We heard, rather than saw, hounds pick 
up another trail, and soon the rousing calls of the 
hunt died away. The dalesmen with our party 
plodded along — tireless hunters they are — in the 
direction of the dying sounds. We were struggling 
along a rock-strewn gully, when the hounds again 
came faintly within hearing. There was an imme* 
diate rush across the craggy hill^de; then the 
unmistakable sound pealed from below, its sharp- 
ness intensified by the mists around. At the foot 
of the rocky slope we ran into clear air, and saw 
the hounds lacing along an uneven grass plateau. 
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In a few minutes their quest apparently decided 
to take refuge on higher ground^ so the pack agdn 
dashed out of view in the fog-banks. We had 
been moving in so many different directions that 
I had long since lost every sense of locality, and 
was forced to follow the others. The huntsman 
said the hounds would be found agsun when the 
mist blew up. The wind had been freshening 
all the morning, and was now hurling the un- 
wieldy folds of mist forward ; hill-tops rose boldly 
through the whirl, then were hidden as the next 
wave of cloud came along. Gradually, however, 
the veil dissipated, and the femiliarity of the 
opening view struck me. When the last rag of 
vapour rolled from beneath, I saw Sa(^;ill and the 
head of Longsleddale at our feet — ^we were stand- 
ing near the grassy slope from which our hounds 
had chased their first fox. Again and ag^n the 
huntsman sounded his horn; the hounds would 
make answer if they heard. Then we made back 
into Goat Scaur — a grand line of precipices near 
fiuckbarrow — hoping to get a few together as we 
did so. The whip ultimately issued from a glen 
in Gray Crag as we came opposite. He had 
turned back with about half a dozen hounds after 
running a fox into an impr^nable heap of boulders. 
In a while we heard another call — a trio of 
shepherds before whom five hounds had driven 
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a fox round Branstree and into the Gatescarth, 
where they lost the scent. When a fiur number of 
hounds and men had rallied, a vi^t was made to a 
benk where an old stager was in the habit of lying. 
I had had enough of racing over sloppy grass 
and rough boulders, so stayed with another to 
watch for any stray hounds, which we were to 
take down the head to Sacgill. The horn echoed 
among the hills for awhile, gradually becoming 
fainter; then came a babel of distant sound and 
a speedy silence. Something that could run had 
turned up. In about an hour we had nearly a 
dozen hounds lying or sitting round us. * It 
would be grand to have a hunt,* repeated my 
friend as he reviewed the dirty canines. * Hark ! 
holloa ! ther*s summat cununen across t* pass yed !* 
It was a fox, and apparently in a desperate hurry. 
• Git t* dogs tagither/ The redskin was within 
five hundred yards before he became aware of any 
presence ; then he pointed to go round us. • He's 
followed, he's followed ! Hurray ! yon's Cumrade 
— Cu-um-ra-ade !' Our tiny pack had not yet 
seen the fox, but they were all excitement Then 
Reynard, in diving down a slack, revealed his lean 
body, and hell for leather they pelted over grass 
and scree, through narrow ravines and over tiny 
cliflfs, up, down, and across becks, we following 
for all we were worth. The fox was now over 
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the skyline, and we recovered our hounds as they 
were getting on to the trail. A bay from behind : 
G>nirade still had it, and he — the stoutest dog in 
the pack — showed the way. In a moment our dogs 
were tearing along for very life or death. Agaxn 
we put our best foot foremost, but became finally 
at fault near a small waterfall. The shepherd sat 
down to eat the meagre lunch in his pocket, for, 
said he, * they'll not go far away, I'll warrant.' 
After our meal we made to the nearest hill-top. 
We reached the sunmiit about two p.m., and 
immediately my friend found a clue — we over- 
looked a basin, in which was also a good deal 
of crag and stony ground. * Buckbarrow earth,' 
sdd my companion ; * and yonder's old Fishwick.' 
I followed the direction, and saw a tiny column of 
smoke rising from behind a crag. Yes, Fishwick 
had seen the hounds, and they were in Goat Scaur 
now. • Jack, git ower to Nan Bield ; they'll come 
that way oot.' 

To Nan Bield was a good hour's walk, and we 
stood near the caem till the sun prepared to sink 
behind Coniston Old Man. The shepherd grew 
impatient. Perhaps the hounds had killed, or had 
turned down the valley. My friend was stamping 
about among the snow to get a little warmth, 
when he espied a fox moving over the hills towards 
High Street * That beggar's black wet I Whar*s 
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t' hoonds?' In a few minutes we heard the 
hounds coming along, but on the wrong side of 
the hill. The shepherd cursed sonorously ; our 
hounds had left the trail of the fox they had 
chased so far and bravely to respond to thdr 
huntsman's call, for he was also coming at a fair 
rate in the same direction. To tell how the new 
fox led us a dance round the head of Kentmere, 
how it paused on the very crest of High Street, 
and looked and longed for Swuthfcll, then turned 
down the scree of Nanny Gap and made for Hill 
Bell, would be a long story. I shall ever remember 
that blind, blundering rush down the scree, when 
the loose debris rattled behind us. But the climax 
was reached soon after that. After n^otiating 
some steep pieces of rock, the fox crossed the 
summit and dodged his followers. In a few 
seconds we saw him crossing a shoulder of the 
hill deep below. Down the scree dashed the 
hounds and one or two men whose blood was too 
hot for caution, and as we reached the bottom we 
found our fox had turned for the huge terraces of 
Rainsbarrow Crag. 

His next move completely surjnised us, for, 
instead of trying to get either above or below the 
clifls, he took a line across the most dangerous 
portion. He had been viewed by the hounds, 
and they would follow to the end now. The 
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snow lay deep and wind-plastered on every ledge 
and choked up every crevice. Comrade and 
Rattler in the van dashed after the fox ; we 
followed, but the going was too dangerous. A 
few traversed a long series of ledges, kicking off 
the caked snow and ice; but it was slow work, 
and the hounds were for ahead. Accordingly, we 
turned back till quite dear of the cliff, then 
climbed to the summit. Fox and hounds were 
still darting about among the rocks, leaping and 
running hard where a man could scarce have 
crawled. One hound slipped, and its body was 
picked up two hundred feet below ; another had 
to be rescued with a rope, having got jammed 
behind a rock splinter. The sun set before we 
reached the top of the Yoke, but we managed 
to get a peep in the fast- waning light of hounds 
lusting for blood tearing across the bottom to 
Crag Quarter. Weary with our exertions, we yet 
mustered a run down. As we came among the 
rocks again, the huntsman's horn was winding away 
on our left. Hounds had killed in the meadows 
in firont of Kentmere Hall. Dearly would we 
have liked to see the final scene, when the fox 
which had made so unique a run had come to his 
end. Hounds were collected at Brockstones — in 
all, one-third of the number which had left the 
kennels in the morning — then we made up the 
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slack for Sac^U. With a pack of tired dogs and 
not less tired men, our progress was slow; but 
we were in good spirits — the hounds gave tongue 
as gleefully as ever, and everyone satisfied himself 
with the remembrance that he had played a part 
in the run of many seasons. 

There are other chases on record which have 
continued many hours — one, indeed, which lasted 
through a long winter's night. Hounds struck 
the trail of this giant fox just as day was dying, 
and could not be whipped off when time for 
* kennels* came; therefore the members of the 
hunt were forced to go home without the pack, 
which had long since disappeared into the thicken- 
ing gloom. At intervals throughout the night 
shepherds occupying isolated fell-head houses were 
aroused by the chorus of hounds across the silent 
wastes. Once the hounds dashed past the farm 
where their disconsolate huntsman was sitting up ; 
he had steadily refused to go to bed without some 
news of their welfare. As he rushed into the 
starlight, the leading bunch came right through 
the fold (farmyard), and he followed them as fast 
as his strength permitted. Then he sat down to 
recover his breath on a boulder in the narrowing 
glen, and listened to the occasional sounds ringing 
down the crags and screes. At daybreak a tired 
fox, foDowed by a few spent yet determined 
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hounds^ struggled across the head of a far-ofF 
dale, and were lost to view again among the fells. 
Whether old Caesar escaped or died game will 
never be known. If it were not for admiration 
of his grim, relentless pursuers, we could wish 
this plucky fox a longer life. 

G>llecting the pack after such a run would be 
exceedingly difficult were it not that hounds, 
when benighted, always make for the nearest 
lights. Many a time the dales farmer is called 
fi"om bed in the small hours by the baying of a 
stray hound outside his door. He may not 
previously have been aware that hunting has been 
afoot in his vicinity, but the animals, as long as 
they are able, struggle down in full confidence of 
a warm welcome. 

Quite recently the Ullswater pack had a 
tremendous run. During the day they routed 
a fox out of a rocky ghyll on St. Sunday's Crag. 
It immediately made over Fairfield, and, chased 
hard, turned to Helvellyn. Here it temporarily 
baffled the hounds, and turned again along the 
side of the mountain to Fairfield. The pack were 
now keeping it so actively employed that it could 
not get to earth, and had to run over Red Screes, 
passing the Kirkstone road near its summit. 
There were only three hounds in the pursuit now, 
and one of these but a young one. Away over 
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Kirkstone Fell and John Bell's Banner, across the 
rough Stony Cove and up High Street, the un- 
attended chase went on. At the summit of the 
last-named fell the young hound had to confess 
defeat, but the other two kept up the pace, and 
finally killed their fox in Mardalehead. I am 
sorry that the exact mileage and total altitude 
cannot be established from the data to hand. 

There is a very distinct element of danger in 
fox-hunting on the fells : a slip in crossing the 
screes at speed may mean a severe dislocation, and 
is almost certain to result in contusions of a more 
or less serious character, whilst a fall from any one 
of the crags crossed in a day's hunting is cert^n 
death. Many years ago a run was proceeding 
along the narrow ridge of Striding Edge just 
where it leaves the bulk of Helvellyn. Just as a 
particularly precipitous point was reached, one 
Dixon missed his footing and fell many yards. 
He was picked up quite dead. Still fiirther into 
the past — about the middle of the eighteenth 
century — there occurred another accident, this time 
luckily not fatal. Hounds were slowly puzzling 
their way across the weatherworn face of Blea 
Water Crag in pursuit of a fox they had driven 
out of Mardalehead. By descending one or 
other of the steep ghylls, the more venturesome 
of the followers hoped to observe the hounds at 
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work, and possibly head off the fox. Dixon (a 
common family name in the dales) essayed down 
a very crumbly watercourse, but lost his footing. 
Down he came with an awful smash, his body 
rolling and bounding down the rocks to a great 
depth, finally wedging itself into a corner of a 
ledge. Dixon never lost consciousness of his 
position, nor interest in the sport on hand, for, 
seeing the fox escaping out of a gully towards 
Hi^gh Street, he called out to his comrades above : 

• It's cummen oot be t* heigh end ! Lig t* dogs 
on, lads !* (It's coming out by the high end ! Lay 
the dogs on, lads !) 

Often the hunt gets into risky places. A little 
while ago, at the break-up of a frost, there was a 
considerable rock-slip on Helm Crag, in the Gras- 
mere Valley. Among the dibris a fox made its 
home, and its depredations soon made it the terror 
of the countryside. When hounds next met in 
the valley, the huntsman was directed into the 
redskin's haunts, and a rare run ensued. Leaving 
the meadows, the scent lay up the intakes and into 
the screes beneath the great cliflfe. It was soon 
apparent that hounds had no chance of overhauling 
the fox — he had had too long a start — but the hunt 
was pressed, in the hope that he might be turned 
out of home at length by a terrier. The pack 
finally stopped by a big heap of boulders, which it 
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was difficult for a man to get near ; the recent slip 
had made the rock around so loose that at any 
moment hundreds of tons might hurl themselves 
down the hillside. Nothing deterred by the 
danger, the huntsman coolly scrambled into 
Reynard's fortress with his terrier. Small pieces 
of crag kept rolling down as the scree beneath was 
loosened by the approach of the man, and his 
position at length became untenable. Lancaster 
did not retreat, however, till quite sure that his 
terrier could not drive the fox from his tunnel 
home. 
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I. Trolling on Lake Windermere 

An idler on the landing-stage pushed the rowlock 
with his foot ; the boat welted away a yard or 
two ; the right oar fended us from a maze of 
moored skiffs ; then, as arms and body swayed into 
rhythmic pendulations, we drew toward open water. 

• Now, Jem/ said my companion to the walnut- 
bearded boatman, 'what's the likeliest bit for 
troUing?' 

* Millerground Bay for a start, then down the 
Belle Grange side awhile, and finish about t' Ferry.' 

My intention in coming ofl^ this particular after- 
noon was to watch my companions' work. The 
angler was a big man, robust in muscle and rosy 
in face. The lake possessed few secrets from him ; 
with Jem at the oars, he had fished every shoal 
and round every islet and bay. Char and trout, 
pike and perch, on occasion provided him sport, 
and the worst of days was never wholly unfruitful. 
As an angler he might have faults: non-success 
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was not now among them. Jem the boatman was 
a character in his way, and, chiefest interest to me, 
he was esteemed a first-class handler of a fishing- 
boat. 

As the boat rattled through the wavelets I 
looked round. Maytime in Lakeland! Great 
boles and branches of thousands of forest trees 
almost hidden in a smother of green foliage, with 
here and there huge sprays of milk-white blossom 
where wild-cherry and crab-apple, whitethorn and 
blackthorn, grew. The fields between the wood- 
lands were tenderly and vividly green, while 
shadows of verdure climbed up the swelling 
mountain-slopes away on the horizon. This 
scene to the right : on our left and in front the 
waters of the lake sparkled, dotted with two or 
three islets green-crowned over a profusion of 
wild-flowers, and fiirther away stood the dark 
fir-woods of Claife. We were now rapidly leaving 
the crowded bay, heading for where one or two 
boats slowly drifted. 

* Those chaps are fishing with the fly,' said the 
angler. * After all the rain yesterday, they'll do 
fairly well if they've plenty of time. But it's slow 
work with the fly with a bright sun like this ; and 
yonder, in the shelter of the trees, there's hardly a 
ruffle on t' water,' 

The afternoon was drawing to a glorious close ; 
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the sun had receded for. Quoth Jem, 'We'd 
better be starting/ as the boat approached within 
fifty yards of a little headland. At this the angler 
turned out a couple of rods, one for either side 
our craft. In a minute the lines were fixed. 
After allowing about forty feet he placed a switch, 
to which by lengths of gut were attached two 
spinners baited with perchlets. The angler drew 
my attention to the fact that trout find these little 
creatures more inviting when the strong pine-fin 
has been cut away. * A perch in fighting trim is 
avoided by all sensible trout.' By this time Jem 
had the boat's head round, and we were facing a 
fair breeze from the south-west. The sun had 
plunged behind a heavy mass of cloud, and a 
shadow darkled across the water. 

* Good r chuckled the angler. * Now, Jem, 
with a bit of luck we should do well.* 

A dull, warm day with a fair ripple, I was 
given to understand, is ideal for the troUer. 

Immediately his lines had floated overboard 
the angler riveted his attention to the nodding 
rod-points. The oarsman continued to pull. He 
never made a splash sufficient to startle the shoals 
of fish in the depths beneath us. His strokes 
were just more than sufllicient to counteract the 
drag of the ripples. Slowly, therefore, the boat 
crept on, its course nearly parallel with the shore. 
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My attention wandered as I looked over Gdgarth's 
cylindrical chimneys to the groves of Troutbeck 
and the eternal fells. Jem, with eyes apparently 
shut, was plying his blades with stealthy touch 
and slight depths. The angler was intent on the 
lines trailing astern. 

Then the angler moved at his vigil post astern. 
His practised hand was at the fastenings of the 
rod. The line jerked a little ; then a portion of 
its length stretched taut and clear of the water — a 

bite at last. W was on his feet in a second, 

the rod freed in his hand. Jem ceased to row, 
and as the boat slowly drifted the contest between 

man and fish began. As the line slackened, W 

wound in warily, for he had felt that this was a 
big trout. The rod-top bent suddenly ; his hand 
clapped a strain on the line. The trout was 
fighting steadily, and the long line was at first 
in his favour. At last I saw the top of a ripple 
ten feet away break, and a dark curling body came 
into view. Three seconds later an exhausted trout 
was squirming in the landing-net I held for its 
reception. A fine dark-coloured fish it was, too — 
one and a half pounds by the scale. 

After this the boat was floated close inshore 
for half an hour without success till Jem rebelled, 
pointing out that we were nearly back at Bowness 
Bay. The boat was accordingly turned to cross 
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the lake. As we glided along, lines towing astern, 
W lit his pipe and began to talk. 

* It was just in mid-lake here three years ago 
that I caught a very big trout — over five pounds, 
and strong and lively in proportion. It was on 
an evening such as this. The char were here- 
abouts that year, too. You know, the char in 
this lake keep in shoals, and move about alto- 
gether. Just now they are in the upper basin. 
They are gradually coming back to us. But char- 
fishing with the plumb-line is slow sport at best. 
How is it done ? Well, like this : Imagine a 
heavy sinker on a line from which hang by gut- 
lengths as many as fifty hooka and baits. That's 
your tackle. You row out to where the char are 
lying, and drop your sinker overboard, taking care 
that your baits don't foul one another in going 
down. Then you await results. If your sinker 
is too deep or not deep enough, you have your 
time for nothing. Hour after hour you sit trying 
different depths and places, perhaps to find a 
couple of small char caught at the end of a long 
and trying day.' 

At this moment a jerk at the nearer line 
brought up this yam abruptly. There was a 
lively bit of play as the trout doubled and dodged, 
being backed and rushed in desperation, but finally 
was played to the boatside completely drowned. 
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The other line was also taken at the same time, 
but this was only a nibble. 

' I like perch-fishing best/ said Jem» as he leant 
on his oars. The last down-steamer was passing, 
churning the waters into foam and creating a 

strong water. * Do you remember, Mr. W , 

that droppy June day under the trees at Miller- 
ground ? We were out but four hours for over 
two hundred fish. But, then, bass aren't worth 
much, so we were hardly into pocket.' 

This phenomenal catch, I need hardly mention, 
was due to my friends coming across a large school 
of perch suddenly taken with * biting mania.' At 
such time anything is risen at, and the sport only 
concludes when the last member of the school is 
captured. I have watched in clear water a perch 
taken struggling wildly from between companions, 
each of which, undeterred, took the same bait 
within a minute. 

*Do you have much trouble with pike?' I 
asked, anxious to get their opinions on each of the 
important denizens of the lake. 

* Well, no ; pike are fairly kept down by using 
trimmers, and the Angling Association nets when- 
ever it is possible. There's not half so many pike 
as there used to be.' 

* There's a story that when Professor Wilson 
was once rowing near the Ferry he picked up 
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a couple of exhausted pike. They were of almost 
equal size, and one had tried to swallow the other 
head first, with the result that the head had fixed 
in its throat, choking it.' 

* Oh yes,' responded Jem, * I have talked with 
one of the men who picked up the two fish. But 
it's nothing fresh for two pike to try that game 
on. I have seen them myself chewing halfway 
up one another's bodies. Pike cannot loose their 
jaws after they have once gripped a thing. I got 
a pike at Wray once with its teeth still fixed in 
the body of a two-pound trout.* 

By this time we were progressing in the shade 
of the fir- woods. It was grand to hear the breeze 
whisper just above, and here and there came the 
rattle of a rivulet down the rocky bluffs. For an 
hour Jem rowed and paused alternately. A goodly 
haul of fish was present in the well of the boat at 
the finish. 

With my face over the side of the boat, I looked 
down into deep, still water, and, though it was 
evening, the bottom, scarred with rocks and tiny 
clifls, was in full view. In my idlings I conjured 
up from this flat boulder the image of a boat ; 
from that muddied pile of fragments the semblance 
of a ruined cottage ; here a patch of stoneless 
lake-bed stood for a field, with ru^ed heaps of 
rock for boundaries. But as daylight faded away 
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the subaqueous panorama failed me. The sky 
above the fir-trees glowed with crimson and 
orange ; the zenith was bright blue flecked with 
white cloud - wrack. Then, to the sound of 
cracking whips and hoarse voices, to the regular 
hoofings of horses and the discordant groanings 
and shriekings of braked wheels, the wood-waggon 
made its difficult, dangerous way down a dell to 
the narrow by-road. And further away up the 
slope the sound of the woodman's axe died away 
as semi-darkness told him that the long day's task 
was over. 

We had now been afloat over four hours^ so 
that a meal was due to us. Jem turned over his 
coat which had Idd in the stem, and produced a 
large packet from his pocket. W had pro- 
vided a basket of food, fortunately, so we fell to. 
I might have said that the meal was washed down 
by draughts of clear water from the lake, but the 
element upbearing our craft tasted — how shall 
I say it ? — inapid, tasteless, or, perhaps more 
accurately, rather flat. After a short interval my 
companions produced tobacco and pipes, and a 

thick ftagrance hung in the ^r. W took up 

his strain of tutor again. 

' In trolling, the chief things to bear in mind are 
soundless rowing, baits on a long line, face the 
wind if possible. A breeze, take it for granted, will 
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never blow you exactly along the line you wish to 
follow. As to where to fish, round islets and near 
shoals are the best places, while about thirty yards 
from shore, where the lake-bed suddenly falls 
away to a great depth, is a very safe place for 
fish/ 

The pipes were puflfed pensively awhile after 
this ; then Jem the lustful spoke out : 

* What a night this would be for lathing ! In 
my father's time this boat, instead of hauling four 
baits through the water, would have had a hundred 
or more. Laths, each with six hooks, would have 
been dotting the water thirty yards either side of 
us, and a boat-load of fish would have been 
landed.' 

Without laths, however, our sport had been 
deadly enough, and at last, while the night was 
still young, the lines were finally hauled in, and 
through steely darkness we glided up the niarrow 
sleeve of water between Curwen's Isle and the 
mainland to Bowness and to bed. 
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II. Out with the Bracken-clock 

During the hot, close days of June there is but 
one lure which invariably succeeds when angling 
in mountain waters, and that is the bracken - 
clock — a beetle somewhere about half an inch 
in length, possessing tiny wings and sheathed 
in tough scales, which then swarms along the 
hillsides. 

We were assured of an ideal day for tarn-fishing 
when we left our quarters, and had agreed to stick 
to the uptrending path till the tarnside was 
reached. But our resolution went for nothing, as 
we turned to the moorland beck at the first 
opportunity. Though tempered somewhat by 
the breeze, the sun's power was unpleasantly in 
evidence. No tree was there in the whole upland 
valley large enough to render us shade, and the 
companionship of the rattling brooklet seemed to 
render our walk cooler and more tolerable. The 
infant Lowther was as usual crowded with tiny fish ; 
the few large ones seen here and there among 
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the smaller fry had apparently run up from the 
adjacent lake. To these we would have liked to 
have paid attention, but in general the water ran 
so low and clear that succcess seemed impossible. 

One thing about Mardalehead strikes me as 
peculiar : you look up the dale from the hotel or 
from the side of Branstree, and it seems as though 
the descending rivulets are like continuous threads 
dancing in the sunshine ; but only when you begin 
to follow the brooks closely do you find what 
cunning little dubs and gullies are hidden away 
among the rolling hillocks. I knew that one of 
these concealed reaches held a deep pool in which 
were several large trout. Coming down from a 
climb of High Street, the steep front-face of which 
glowers into Mardalehead, two evenings ago I 
had lain by the rock-dub and watched the rising 
trout. They were then taking some small insects 
which the current was washing down. 

This morning I approached cautiously. The 
sun was shining straight into the narrow gorge, 
lighting up the veil of spray from the spouting 
fosse with brilliant rainbow hues. The bracken 
fronds, almost dipping into the waters, were swarm- 
ing with winged life, the glossy clocks being most 
abundant The then sandy soil also teemed with 
red ants, while caterpillars of many sizes hung on 
the stems of the heather. 
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* What shall I put on ?' queried my companion, 
as he picked up for closer examination a particu- 
larly fine clock. 

* That, of course,* 1 replied ; * and drive your 
hook well home, for they are tough customers, and 
will wriggle off if you don't mind. The trout 
here won't look at a bare hook.' 

J got himself into a good position, and after 

a few attempts dropped his line where the fish were 
lying. The distance was short, but the rock-basin 
was small and fringed with branches of holly, alder, 
and rowan. It was apparent that the trout were 
going off the feed, for the sun was becoming more 
and more powerful, but two or three were not yet 

gorged. At J 's fourth throw, directed towards 

the bubbles and ripples around the fsUl, a fine 
yellow trout floated up to and annexed the beetle. 
I was waiting my turn to cast — for two lines could 
not be plied at once in such narrow quarters — so 

saw the whole struggle. J *s line jerked taut, 

bringing the surprised fish almost to the surface ; 
then it doubled back towards the foot of the pool, 
going deeper as the slackened line allowed it, dll 
when my friend at last checked it ; his line was 
almost fouled among the heather twigs. There 
was a fine piece of play here — through the trans- 
parent water every evolution of the fish was 
clear to me — but in a few minutes the trout 
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tired and came within the swoop of J 's land- 
ing-net. 

Fishing on unsuccessfully for some half-hour, 
we had decided that the next would be our last 
cast, when a lethargic trout to which I had already 
dangled clock and ant was aroused to indiscretion 
by the appearance of a fat green caterpillar on the 
top of the whirlpool, apparently just tumbled from 
the swaying rowans above. In a flash the floating 
morsel was sucked in, and the hidden barb struck 
home. So surprised was the trout at this inter- 
ruption of his day-dream that I had him clear of 
the whirlpools and almost on to the narrow shingle 
at my feet before he began to struggle. It was a 
splendid example of the brown trout, but I was 
disappointed at its tame, tardy fight for freedom. 
We spent, encouraged by this success, another half- 
hour by this force, but no further reward being 
forthcoming, we decided to make a move towards 
the mountain tarn. 

Over the lowering crags we could see huge 
masses of vapour gathering in north and west, and, 
as our local oracle promised, these clouds spread 
so widely that by noon the sun*s rays were shorn 
of most of their radiance. The air, however, 
became close almost as the puflF from a mammoth 
oven, and this though the breeze was at this 
elevation powerful enough to make a tidy ripple 
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on the tarn's surface. Walking along the shore 
by the outlet, I now observed a common tragedy 
of to-day in Nature, There was a whirring of 
minute wings, and close to my ear there passed the 
usual bracken -clock. It was wafted by the wind 
some twenty yards over the water before its weak 
wings refused to uphold its carcase longer, and 
down with a fwit thud the insect dropped. 

The breeze blowing right across the tarn carried 
it struggling along for a short way ; then there was 
a glimpse of a curved fin above the water, an extra 
dimple in the ripples, and the insect had been 
taken down by some voracious trout or perch. 
In a few seconds I had another clock on my line 
and swung it out to near where the previous one 
had disappeared. The hook had hardly reached 
the water before I felt the jerk of a * bite.' There 
is no fine nibbling by the trout where the clock is 
concerned, and therefore almost anyone can strike 
successfully. The fish I had on was a lively 
customer, and more than once I feared an escape, 
but the hook was too deep to be wrenched out by 
error of judgment. When at last it came into the 
shallows and was netted, I had time to consider. 
My friend fiuther up the tarnside was some time 
in achieving a capture : he was casting too short 
by far. In a moundun tarn such as this it is 
necessary that the fly or bait be cast as hr out as 
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possible. The water goes very gradually deeper 
for some twenty yards from the shore, then falls 
away to great depths almost precipitously. 

Just beyond the point where the deep and 
shallow so nearly meet the chief shoals of fish 
usually lie. In flood-time, and of nights in 
summer, they approach the beck mouths for food, 
and may be here taken ; but during the day the 
most successful angler is the one who can throw 
most accurately to a great distance. To-day there 
was little difficulty in seeing where the fish lay ; 
constantly they dashed at the floating carcases, 
firequently a double rise occurring when two 
selected the same morsel. We angled on for 
a while, hardly moving from our first selected 
stations, and meeting with fair success, till we 
felt it high time for something to eat. At our 
aUfresco limcheon we turned out our panniers and 
compared their contents. Though the water is 
without preservation, and its ou^oing rivulet 
impassable for trout, this tarn had for years 
offered to anglers a fair stock of fish, averaging 
three to the pound. In the twenty lying on the 
shingle more than half were half-pounders. No 
other tarn in the same basin could give a return 
equal to this, though many are closely watched 
and their stock fi-equently replenished. More- 
over — and this peculiarity was uniform to a 
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marked d^ee — every fish was covered with 
large crimson blotches, more than treble the 
normal size. 

After our meal we returned to the waterside ; 
the dimples caused by rising fish became fewer 
and fewer, and our sport waned. By about 
four p.m. the shoals within casting range were 
unapproachable, though now and again there 
would be a sharp sequence of rises fiirther out. 
Had I not flogged and played myself tired by 
this time, 1 doubt not that the curious poaching 
instrument I had picked up from beneath a 
boulder would have found employment. The 
lath) as used on our mountain tarns, is a short 
board, its lower edge weighted so as to float the 
whole upright, to which are attached several baits 
on short lengths of gut. The contrivance is 
floated out from some point where the breeze can 
cause it to move, and allowed to cross the most 
fishy portions of the water. Of course, the 
operator need give it little attention in transit. 
He retrieves it on the further shore, and easily 
lands what trout there are on the hooks. The 
method is a most deadly one, and I am glad that 
there was no real temptation to resort to it 
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III. At Mayfly Time 

About the period when the angler in mountain tarns 
watches for the bracken-clock, his confrere by less 
elevated waters is eagerly looking for the coming 
of the mayfly. In pools set like diamonds in 
green woods, or in the still reaches of streams, 
night fishing is now much resorted to. The 
gauzy-winged mayfly flutters about as long as a 
glimmer* of light plays on the face of the waters, 
while long after amber night has settled over field 
and wood and height the trout remain on the feed. 
It is evening. A narrow road carries us rapidly 
towards fresher and cooler air. The luscious 
green of unshorn fields, decked with starlike 
forms of white and red and blue, is giving place 
to the domain of bramble and gorse and rock 
scarce veiled with soil. At the summit of the 
road the glories of sunset burst upon us. The 
sun is sinking between a thin cloud and a line of 
rugged hill-tops. Through this interval rays of 
silver and red and pearl are gleaming, dividing the 
blue west as though with ploughshares of heaven's 
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own fashioning. But to us chiefest interest lies 
in the gleaming waters in the middle distance. A 
fir-wood bounds their further shore ; gorse and 
whin grows luxuriantly on the moor around. One 
or two small islets, hung with lichen -poisoned 
sallows, are in the larger section ; the merelet is 
almost divided by two jutting tongues of scrub. 

In ten minutes we are by the water's edge. 
The gorgeous lights in the western sky have 
dulled ; rose succeeds the fiery red, silver turns 
to yellow and to gray-blue. The air resounds 
to the wingings of tiny insects, yet there is a great 
peace underneath it all. Broken — yes, broken by 
the quavering wail of the plover pacing the grassy 
marge near its nest ; by an occasional crash, as a 
heavy trout leaps high and falls back firom its keen 
pursuit. But stay a moment yet, ere the rod is 
drawn out, to watch the ephemerae dancing just 
above the surface of the water. They wheel in 
scores, they soar by hundreds ; yet every movement 
seems to bring death close, for one here and one 
there, in a clumsy swerve, touches the; water : its 
frail wings are damped so that it cannot rise again 
to the airy quadrille of its companions. But they 
mark not its absence. The dangerous game is 
not checked. The fallen insect makes one or two 
attempts to raise itself ; in wild, erratic circles it 
spins round and round, is floated by the faint 
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breeze of eventide toward the shore at our feet. 
Yard after yard it gradually comes nearer ; then 
suddenly we see the triangular back-fin of a trout 
in close attendance. A flash — the fin has dis- 
appeared ; another, and the dark body of a trout 
leaps half out the water, and as it supplely curves 
over the poor mayfly is forced into a maw already 
distended with like unfortunates. 

Scores of fish are on the alert to-night — *the 
water is fair wick wi' 'em,' as our companion says 
— ^wjuting for the down^ of the aerial rejoicers 
just out of their reach, though here and there 
an impatient one makes a huge leap for a bonne- 
bouche. 

In a trice the rods are out and ready; every 
moment is of value, for tarn trout are capricious 
in their feeding periods, and may suddenly and 
absolutely cease to rise to their most cherished 

atoms. J takes left and I take right shore 

and begin. I am hampered at first by a series of 
tiny bogs, but in a few yards reach a gorse-covered 
promontory. This proves a capital station for a 
cast ; my line swings far and true to where I last 
saw a struggling mayfly sucked down. My fly — 
why, a moment ago I picked up and impaled a 
mayfly, fiir less difiicult to manage than the 
armour-plated bracken-clock. In less than five 
minutes my first trout was ashore, a monster over 
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two pounds in weight. But this is a mere of 
great trout I remember some wi years ago the 
bed, which had been drained for some time, bdng 
reflooded, and a large number of yearling trout 
being turned in. For some seasons no angling 
was done. The stock grew great in ^ze, though 
doubtless, seeing there are no redds, not even a 
streamlet passable for minnows, available, there 
was no increase in nimibers. The feed is 
abundant, weeds and other cover plentiful, and, 
save for the cursory (and cursed) vi^ts of a swan 
from a mill-4am some miles away, the enemies to 
fish-life are few. 

While these observations are being passed, my 
rod is being plied as^duously. My fly, planted 
though it often is in tempting positions over lurk- 
ing trout, is again and again drawn out untaken. A 
sharp eye has my quest. See ! the wings of the fly, 
though as deftly placed on the water as my craft 
finds pos^ble, are bedraggled with constant immer- 
sion, and is therefore considered unpalatable by the 
fish. It doesn't take a moment to change it, and 
with the next cast — aimed at that monster in the 
lee of that islet, behind whose descending shoulders 
the parted waters have just gurgled together — 
comes success. The faint feel of a bite travels to 
my hand, and I strike. There is a sudden slack of 
the line ; then, as the rod-point is raised to continue 
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the strain, a dead pull; then to right the trout 
makes a sudden rush. I scarcely have followed it 
than forward my fish dives and downward, and to 
the resistance is added the entanglement of a bunch 
of water-weeds. Carefully I get my trout away from 
this. There is another run forward — a more dis- 
turbing one this time indeed — followed by a cFck 
backward and a salmon-like leap a yard out of the 
water. I am taken aback at the manoeuvre, and 
Salmo Uvenensis has obtained some valuable yards 
of liberty, each adding to its chances of breaking 
away ; and, sure enough, with what must have 
been a double back-turn by the fish, my line is 
hitched round a hidden snag, and, as my trout and 
I put on pressure fi'om our opposite ends, parts. 

What size did it look like as that leap was 
made? Nay, trouble me not. The rascal has 
got a hook and a piece of gut, undeniably my 
property, and is still at large, if a trifle discom- 
moded. Well, well! J had a turn with a 

cunning trout fi^om this point three evenings ago, 
and was defeated more ignominiously even than 
I ; so ^ can't crow over me. But that fish 
knows its way about in a fashion and practises 
manoeuvres I for one don't like. 

My next trout, obtained after hooking a sub- 
merged tree and tangling in a clump of water- 
lilies, fights gamely and gives me some breathless 
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moments. When it comes to the landing-net^ I 
am surprised at its smallness, considering its 
splendid defence — four ounces or less. Well, 
back it goes ! It deserves a new lease of freedom. 

Now the gorging trout retire to the middle of 
the tarn. It is provoking to watch them risng 
freely far out of reach. Then the silence deepens ; 
the sharp splashes and gurgles of rising trout 
gradually stop. My rod must be laid aside, for 
J is signalling across the water. 

* Come on round !' he calls. * I want some baccy.* 

If J is not fishing, he must be smoking ; 

therefore he is perpetually running short of some 
adjunct to his passion. We will walk quietly 
round to where he is. 

From the reed-beds the coot murmurs to its 
mate ; now and again we hear soft rumblings as 
they paddle about A bevy of wild-duck squabble 
in undertones at another point J has wan- 
dered up the further shore meanwhile. A plover 
whirls up from his feet, * squealing like a stuck 
pig.' He growls as we fiercely denounce his 
carelessness. 

The soft tutterings in the reed-beds cease as the 
wild * teeu-wits ' re-echo over the tarn ; worse than 
that, in the half-light we see a small dark body 
nimbly run along, and without a splash take the 
water. It is an otter disturbed from his nightly 
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gleaning of crayfish. Now we come to the head 
of the tarn. A wide series of bogs and mud-holes, 
?nth a straggly path over the few sound spits of 
grass, lie in front of us. We can see the distant 
hills limned against the softly starlit sky. Bay and 
shore and bush on either side the faint blue water 
are in fair sight ; but though the fairies have traced 
it with tufts of bog-cotton, the narrow track is in- 
visible to us. One or two slight slips, ankle-deep 
in a slough, and we are halfway across. Here a 
stretch of water, perhaps eight feet wide and a foot 
deep, interposes — the channel by which on occasion 
storm-water drains from the upper bogs. Many a 
slab of rock has been placed here to expedite the 
crossing, but in a week each has sunk too deep in 
the soft ooze to be of use. To find the uppermost 
of the stones to-night will require nicety of judg- 
ment, even though the landmarks before and 
behind us are easily recognisable. 

* Nothing venture, nothing have,* A frolic- 
some youth essayed to cross here in broad day- 
light not many moons ago. He made two steps 
safely, then trod on the edge of a stone, which 
capsized and threw him into the channel. He was 
fished out covered with mud and slime. How- 
ever, to-night we encounter no such tragedy. 

J now calls on us to hurry up. We crash 

through the prickly gorse to his side. 
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* Do you know, you fellows, what I have just 
seen ? A moment ago a big eel — I could see it 
clearly in the dark — slid down that grass-track 
and took the water. It must have come down 
from the other tarn ' — z quarter of a mile away. 

^ Old Jack Brock tells of meeting an eel sliding 
one wet night between Sk^gleswater and Long- 
sleddale. It was more than half a mile from a 
stream big enough for it to swim in.* 

* Bedad T interposes J , whose knowledge of 

natural history is full of strange intervals of ignor- 
ance, ^ and do eels swim ? I thought they wriggled 
along the bottom like snakes.' 

These episodes of eel-travelling may be a little 

beyond the truth, but J doesn't believe so, 

giving as evidence against our sweeping assertions 
to the contrary some marvellous fish-lore. After 
that he clutches the tobacco-pouch closely, and in 
a few minutes a reek of pungent smoke tells us 
that his passion demands whole-hearted attention. 

The trout come on the feed again ere morning. 
They are specially eager by the shallows, where 
hundreds of becalmed mayfly corpses aw^t them. 

J avers at dawn that he saw a trout rub itself 

against a reed on which a mayfly hung with such 
violence that the insect was dislodged, fell into the 
water, and was eaten up. 
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IV. Evening Fishing 

One of our best beats lies between the mill-sluice 
and the top of Beckmickleden. The long shallow 
dam is succeeded by pools to the old ford, above 
which is a rocky stretch, and then more pools, 
some floored with mud and shingle, others with 
naked rock. Coppices fringe one side of the 
stream the whole way, and the lavish falls from 
their overhanging branches go some way towards 
attracting large flsh to these haunts. At flood- 
time few anglers are disappointed of heavy 
panniers, but the chief repute of the water is for 
evening fishing. Many a time alone or with a 
companion have we wandered along this portion 
of the river. 

The day had been hot and bright ; but at 
evening a faint breeze stirred the leaves, and 
around the declining orb the clouds formed into 
a solid bank. I now saw my friend approaching 
along the riverside, rod in hand. This lean, 
alert man was one of the best fly>makers and 
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selectors for miles around, and the river held no 
secret from him. Where everyone else failed he 
succeeded. He knew where the best fish lay, and 
the surest methods to get them. Our greetings 
were short, for I required little urging to join in 
an expedition to the upper waters. 

In ten minutes we approached a water-hewn 
ravine, and shortly reached the upper millnlam. 
Across the narrow stretch of wimpling dark 
waters, buried almost by towering elms, was a 
tiny hamlet, but on our side a cornfield was fronted 
with a row of bloom-spangled briar-roses. The 
station selected was near the foot of the pool, a 
place from which we could throw to the vicinity 
of the sluice. My companion chose me a couple 
of winged flies, and told me to cast lightly, as the 
water was bringing down a good many dead 
insects from the grasses and tnuling bushes in its 
course. Rod in hand, I stood a moment The 
fish were rising a long way out, and it took time 
to get the fiies so hr without a splash. I had 
been conceded the best situation, and my friend 
had gone some way upstream, Where he had 
located fair sport. It would, perhaps, be five 
minutes before I got my line into the right place, 
but when I did success came fairly promptly. I 
was ruefully considering how long my spine and 
shoulders would stand the labour, when my fly 
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was sucked down. I struck, but without success. 
Sir Trout had selected a floating body not six 
inches from where my counterfeit floated. In the 
second I had looked round for my companion, my 
eye had been off the lure, and it speaks well for 
the flymaker*s skill that I could not distinguish 
my own among the others floating down. I was 
raiang my rod to try another cast, when the fly 
was taken in reality — not leapt at with a sudden 
splash, but quietly sucked down without its taker 
raising a ripple. I could scarce believe it had 
gone, till a faint tremor passed up the distended 
line, and then I struck home. Instantly I knew 
that a big trout was on tow, for my rod swayed 
and bent as I put on strain. The fish did its 
little best to get ofl^, but wrist and eye worked for 
once in unison, and I speedily was reeling it along 
the surface. This proved to be a dark-coloured 
trout, but the next was a beautifully scaled one — 
my friend pronounced it a Salmo iridensy the 
American rainbow trout, a number of which had 
some time since been turned into the river. 

The head of this dam has deteriorated from an 
angler's point of view since a family of swans were 
quartered on it. In my school-days old Jinuny, 
our veteran angler, would frequently stand by the 
mouth of the marsh drain there, and take his six 
or eight fish regularly every evening for a week. 
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A few minutes on, casting at every rise in the 
purling dubs, and following down every whirlpool, 
we come to the old ford, and then the bridge. 
To-night the occupants of the deep pool are not 
inclined to feed. 

Above the bridge the river descends for about 
two hundred yards over very rocky bottom, where 
the stream swirls down without a pool or a yard 
of slack water. During the last two years a fringe 
of wych-elm has been rooted out on this ^de, and 
a number of good casting-places opened up, for 
under cover of frothing waters good fish frequently 
lie, and there is great exhilaration in fighting a 
stout trout on whose side is the stream com- 
manding a heavy drag on both line and prize. 

Immediately we reached this point T came 

up with a fresh fly, a gray drake. This fly is not 
very popular with local anglers, but my friend 
explained that, after several seasons of close 
observation, he had found no fly of equal merit 
during close, warm evenings on this reach of 
rushing water. I had been previously referred to 
another local enthusiast for corroboration. * Yes,* 
said he, in a quaint, homely dialect impossible to 
transfer to paper, *one night we were coming 
down by the Low Barn, and Tom told me of the 
gray drake. I didn't believe in it, so he put one 
on for me. The water was dashing down and 
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splashing among the stones, but after a bit I found 
a fish. And, sure enough, at the drake it came 
with a rush. Well, I threw again and again at 
different places, getting in ten minutes three of 
the finest fish I ever did. Then my luck seemed 
to change, and though I got plenty of bites I 
could never land a fish. Tom at last got dis- 
gusted with my bad work, and prepared to take 
the rod over, but on examining the fly we found 
that the hook had broken off short at the shank. 
Of course, my failures were thus explained with 
honour.' Our own experience at this point was 
much as above ; I will not inflict details. 

By this time the evening waxed old, the sky 
grew dusky, the fiery red in the west faded to 
rose colour, then died out to a faint blue, which 
as the hours passed intensified to azure, to indigo, 
and to ultramarine. In the north a pale sheen 
lit up the sky almost to the zenith — the night- 
glow — and here by the riverside, between the 
partly-light sky and the mirroring waters, there 
was no difficulty in making out any necessary 
detail. The black gnat had disappeared about 
sundown, but my friend was now using large 
sulphur-coloured moths. As in coming up we 
had used three different lures, I asked if any 
further variation would be necessary, but the 
bustard would hold till daybreak, when the hour 
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for clear water worm arrived. Personally, in 
fishing this reach I should have held to black gnat 
and night-owl only. 

On one side of the long pool selected for our 
evening's angling the land rose in a sheer oak-dad 
bluff, while on the other the coppices, interspersed 
with flowery avenues, swelled upward in less 
abrupt line. The fishing was delightfiil ; over the 
mellow rattle of the incoming stream now and 
again came the splash as a trout leapt up at the 
flies whirling above. Our station was in the 
shadow, else our movements would have been 
clear to the fish. My fiiend told me a true 
angler s story concerning this dub. After an 
evening's angling, he and another were sitting on 
a rock smoking and talking in subdued tones. 
Suddenly there was a scuflle almost beneath their 
feet, and Jack struck towards the scene of the 
disturbance with his rod-stock. There was a 
sudden squeal, and the surprised anglers found 
that the random blow had almost decaptated a 
young rabbit. Doubtless, frisking along as is 
common with its kind, it had not noticed the 
angler's proximity. After an hour's successftil 
work we moved still fiirther upstream, clear of the 
ravine. Here the river has worn a narrow channel 
into the upper edge of a rock-stream, forming a 
deep pool, in which iris and long aquatic grasses 
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flourish. The light here was much better, and 
I rapidly reduced my experienced companion's 
lead in captures. At about one a.m. there was 
a short pause in the fish's feeding, during which 
we cast in vain. My comrade promptly noticed 
this, and for half an hour we left the waterside 
that he might show me the hole in the ground 
where some two hundred dead swallows were 
found after a late sudden ftost, and also to take 
me to a circle of ancient dwarf crab-apple trees, 
planted, he averred, by Druids of old. In this 
expedition we also came across a heron, standing 
poised on one leg in shallow water. Scared at 
our approach, it winged away uttering a wild 
alarum; and we were surprised to notice three 
others of its gaunt kindred make away from near 
reaches. Of other waterside life, the otter since 
dusk had been frequently in sight — he lives with- 
out fear of a pack nowadays in our river ; the 
dipper and the kingfisher had retired at sunset, 
but the whitethroat's song had been constantly 
in our ears. Game, unseen, had rustled hither 
and thither in the coverts. 

The sky to eastward was brightening when we 
returned to our rods. My companion told me to 
do my best, for time was passing; but never a 
bite came my way. He was more fortunate, for 
a long cast down the dub was taken. The fish on 
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feeling the barb, however, went through a number 
of desperate manoeuvres. I heard the struggle, 
then noticed my friend disgustedly dramng in his 
line. Probably by tangling the gut round some 
jagged corner of rock the fish had got away. 
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V. About the Fish-spear 

Every hour of the short period the salmon spends 
in fresh water his life is threatened. The sports- 
man's method is by rod and line, but the poacher 
kind incline to the net and the fish-spear. The 
use of the former has been frequently and fully 
described; but the spear, not being favoured by 
the wholesale plunderers of our streams, has been 
less to the fore. The fish-spear, gaflF, or leister 
(practically, if not quite, identical weapons), is used 
by the occasional poacher mostly, by the labourer 
who cannot resist the temptation to take one or 
two of the great salmon occupying the rock-pools 
in his immediate vicinity. 

There was at one time a practice, in the Derwent 
and other salmon streams of our Lake Country, of 
spearing the fish from horseback. The horse was 
driven into mid-stream at some shallow where the 
uprunning fish were bound to show themselves, 
and the rider, armed with a long lance, struck at 
such fish as he could reach. Apparently some of 
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our forefathers were very keen on this sport, for 
over a hundred years ago a certain gentleman 
offered a public wager to kill more salmon from 
horseback in a stated stream than any comer. So 
far as records show, the challenge was never taken 
up. Clarke, the pioneer of Lake Gauntry angling 
literature, states that in his day {circa 1760) 
many gentlemen came regularly to Patterdale in 
autumn to join in the sport of spearing the great 
lake trout which had run up the Goldrill from 
Ullswater. 

Dalesmen carried torches at night to the great 
pools to show the sportsmen where the shoals of 
spawning fish lay. The result of this wholesale 
destruction was that the monster in question — ^its 
weight is variously estimated from sixteen to sixty 
pounds and over — gradually dwindled in numbers, 
and is now almost, if not quite, extinct in the 
great lakes. 

My earliest recollection of the leister is also my 
earliest of anything pertaining to angling. Below 
our two-arch stone bridge is a pool, perhaps 
twenty yards long and fifteen wide. During great 
floods in autumn, salmon very occasionally pass 
the weirs as far as this, beyond which they are 
never seen. There was some little excitement, 
therefore, when the blacksmith showed a salmon 
resting in the bridge-dub, and at once attempts 
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were made to capture it. But the fish frequented 
the rushing waters just behind the cut- water of 
the bridge, and no one could get at it A neigh- 
bouring farmer brought his gun, and fired three 
shots without efiect. I fancy, as I recall the 
creamy turmoil at that point, his mark would be 
a difficult one. Finally the blacksmith forged a 
fearful weapon — a hand garden-fork fixed on to 
a shaft. Armed thus, he clambered down the 
cut-water as near as possible to his quarry, and 
made several lunges. I remember well, for I was 
not far away, leaning over the ledge of the bridge, 
seeing the square tail of the fish show through the 
froth of the * rush ' as it turned downstream. 
But though this attempt was a failure, the smith 
and the cobbler and the villagers assembled noted 
that, when disturbed from its favourite haunt, the 
giant retired to the shade of a big tree just below. 
With this extra information, the smith climbed 
down next day to where the fish was lying, and, 
carefully poising his weapon, I watched him 
plunge it again and ag^n at an invisible body in 
the water. Then up he scrambled at great pace, 
crossed the bridge out of my sight, and dis- 
appeared down the stile at the other end. I heard 
a crackling of boughs, and a few moments later 
Dove returned carrying the big fish — I remember 
that its tail was flapping convulsively — in his 
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leathern apron. Of course, the whole affair was 
kept as quiet as possible, lest the water-bailiff, 
hearing, should bring the law down on the 
offenders. Being a very small child, my presence 
was unheeded ; but, try as they would, the cobbler 
and the smith could not persuade me that the 
heavy burden in the leathern apron was ^mply 
a black river-cobble. I insisted it was the fish. 
Years later I was told that my recollection of the 
whole afl^r was quite correct. 

The favourite period for spearing the fish is, 
of course, during the hours of darkness. More 
than once I have seen men rendezvous in a lonely 
spot near our weir. Many a salmon getting thus 
far up the river at nightfall lies in the deep rock- 
basins till day returns, and on that his enemies 
reckon. In the woods fringing the rocks, a close 
search will at any time discover three or four 
leisters hidden by thdr most recent users. As 
dusk deepens into night the poachers come out ; 
only one is armed with a spear, the other carrying 
a bag, and the third a dark lantern. When the 
water's edge is reached, a brief ray shows where 
the fish are lying. The spearman, picking out his 
fish, plunges his weapon. If the stroke goes true, 
the salmon is rapidly jerked out, to be killed by 
the bagman. This goes on so long as a fish can 
be reached. 
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At other times, from the windows of a rural 
lodging, I have watched just before dawn stealthy 
lights flickering by the pools in another river, and 
two or three hours later have breakfested ofF 
salmon showing leister-marks. Leistering being, 
of course, a slow process, the villagers alone are 
supplied, but at a rate per poimd which seems 
to make the game very unsatisfactory from a 
profit point of view. 

I have in my mind's eye one particular scene. 
In half-flood the river is dashing beneath a hog- 
backed stone bridge ; all around is darkness. 
The lower slopes of the great braes are invisible, 
their summits but dimly in view agjunst the cloudy 
sky. Now and again a few stars rush across a rift 
in the upper blackness. Along the water a dim, 
uncertain light plays, showing sharp currents 
breaking and swirling over unseen reefs, or 
roaring in white fury against the dark, un- 
yielding boulders here and there visible in the 
bed After a few minutes' wait, a labourer 
comes panting up; he is a well-known ^small- 
scale * poacher, the plague of the keepers for miles 
around. 

* Old Carson is out to-night,* said the new-comer, 
* but he's away up behind the weir.' 

For a moment we didn't gather the meaning of 
this, nor of the immoderate fit of laughter our 
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acquaintance indulged in. Then it struck us that, 
by making a long detour, he had wiled the water- 
bailifF far from the series of pools we intended to 
'work/ In a moment we were over the wall 
and were deep among the ash- woods fringing the 
water, following the poacher, who trod the 
narrow, stony path with the ease and silence of 
long accustom. In a few minutes he stopped. 
So intense was the shadow that we cannoned into 
him before we knew of his halting. 

* Mind where you are coming,* he growled, in 
a whisper. As he spoke we could hear a faint 
dragging and a rustling of dead leaves somewhere 
in the darkness near his feet. Now we came 
into the river-bed, where it was comparatively 
light. The poacher, we saw, had drawn a leister, 
as well as a bag and a lantern, from a secret 
place in the river-bank. In a few seconds he 
prepared for action ; then, handing me the lantern, 
he spoke in a low voice : 

*You keep close to me, and when I give the 
word turn the light on to the slack water. And 
you ' — ^turning to my companion — * had better 
pick up and bag what fish I stick [pierce].' 

Now the three of us crawled stealthily along 
the rocks bounding the rushing stream. Slack 
water indeed ! In that tumult of fosse and rock 
and rapid it did not seem likely that a yard of 
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smooth surface would be found. But my 
judgment was wholly amiss. Here and there, 
between the eddying current and the hard shore, 
were quite long stretches without a single ripple, 
and near the head of one such the poacher stopped 
suddenly. 

'There'll be something here,' he said. At a 
rustle of his hand I glided forward. * Now show 
a light on the water just in under my feet.* I did 
so, and there quite half a dozen silver-sided 
salmon lay, with their heads upstream, never 
thinking that that vagrant gleam meant death for 
one or more of their number. I saw the spear 
plunge into the water ; the nearest fish turned, 
struck through the vitals, floating in the faint 
swirl towards the head of the pool. My com- 
panion, however, was alert, and seized the carcass 
before it was tumbled far away down the stream. 
Meanwhile the poacher prepared for another 
stroke ; again I directed my shaft of light, and 
again he struck. But the shoal had floated 
further into the stream, and he failed to reach 
them from that station. 

Now he stepped waist-deep into the pool, 
directing me to move so as to give a very brief 
Azsh across the water. I did so, and another kill 
was registered, after which the poacher proposed 
that we should try another place. Accordingly, 
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we moved downstream, walking wherever possible 
in the shadow of the trees. 

A great trough between high banks was our 
next halting-place. Looking carefully through a 
screen of bushes, we saw dim figures moving 
about the lower end of the level water. 

* Some poachers fix>m the town, I reckon,* 
whispered our spearman. * They're fools to try 
netting here, where there's hundreds of rocks on 
the bottom to tear their net to ribbons.' Half an 
hour or more we stood there watching with all 
our eyes. But little did we gather, save that the 
poachers were not averse to plunging into the 
ice-cold stream to release their net whenever 
fouled by a boulder or a piece of sunken brush- 
wood. Then, * Lie down, quick,' whispered 
frantically the poacher; and though we were 
standing on a bed of soaking, half-rotten leaves, 
down we went. On the moment, up into the sky 
from a point just beyond the far end of the pool, 
soared a rocket. My eyes watched its flight 
anxiously, watched it burst into a shower of stars 
which, slowly floating down, illuminated wood and 
water and rock clearly. The keepers evidently 
had knowledge of some trespassers. Was it of us 
or of the netmen, who at the first roar of the 
rocket dispersed into the woods, abandoning their 
net in the river ? The poacher's sharp eyes had 
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seen the first spark struck by the keepers, and he 
had warned us as far as possible. 

We were clearly in a predicament. Run for it ! 
No ; long ago every avenue from the woods 
would be guarded. With the wet soaking through 
our clothes, we lay in the thicket. One of the 
netmen rushed past, crashing through the dead 
branches within a yard of us. Half a minute 
later there was a shout and the sounds of a scuffle 
from the direction he had taken. Another 
minute, and, horridly suggestive of personal prob- 
abilities, two keepers walked their prisoner past 
us in the darkness. Not twenty yards away one 
set up a shout, inquiring the success of the care- 
fully-laid trap. 

* WeVe got the lot !* sounded from across the 
water — a reply which relieved us in so far as we 
now thought no especial watch was bdng kept 
for us. It was a long, weary time before the 
poacher »gnified that it was safe to proceed. 

Down the slimy rocks we descended as silently 
as possible, drawing towards the head of the long 
trough. You may be sure that we kept a very 
sharp lookout as we moved into the half-light of 
the riverbed, but neither sight nor sound of 
lurking danger was there. At a sign I turned my 
shaft of light on the clear waters ; the poacher, 
selecting his salmon, struck unerringly, and the 
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fish was bagged. Again I showed the light, but, 
though the leister poised, the stroke was never 
made, for up to the gloomy sky another signal 
tore. This was for us in very deed. 

* Into t' water,' cried the poacher, * or we're 
caught !' 

There was no time for contemplating the 
darkling stream, or for shivering on the brink 
— the terror of the police-court is mightily great 
In the three of us stepped ; knee-deep the cold 
was horrible, waist-deep the feeling was worse, 
but before bottom was touched the water was 
neck-high, and the chill seemed to freeze our 
very marrow. The poacher we still had con- 
fidence in, for he had been in scores of similar 
tight corners ; with arms outstretched he pressed 
us close to the rocky bank, which for six feet 
almost overhung. When the rocket stars had 
feded away, I noticed a light travelling along the 
water and the further bank upstream ; the keepers 
apparendy knew we had not resorted to the 
woods, and were examining the rocky brink. 
I heard them moving high above our heads, and 
saw the gleam of lanterns light up the running 
waters almost within arm's length, then pass on 
without a pause. The chill of the water was for- 
gotten in that breathless five minutes, but it was 
ag^n racking us when the poacher said : 
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* Now we're safe for a bit Sink that salmon 
bag with a couple of stones, and we'll make down- 
stream/ 

The three of us were fidr swimmers, so made 
little of the distance to the foot of the trough, 
where, emerging, we crawled cautiously up the 
bank, and by devious ways passed through the 
wood. Though chilled through and through, we 
still had escaped capture, for which we were 
thankful. 

The fish ! Oh, our poacher must have found 
his way agsdn to the pool ere daybreak and 
rescued the sunken bag, for our landlady came to 
us at breakfast — a fine piece of salmon was on the 
table — bustling with information. 

* Do you see that salmon ? Well, what do you 
think ? I found a whole big fish hanging up in 
the cart-house, with all the cats on the farm 
watching it, first thing this morning. The 
keepers must have run some poacher very hard 
before he left his fish like that.' 

Needless to say, the good lady was unaware 
that we had spent our night otherwise than in 
sleep, and that two wet suits of clothes were 
being surreptitiously dried behind a pile of sacks 
in the boiler-house. 
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John Bennett, the doyen of English fell guides, 
gives the following as one of his most arduous 
experiences : 

* I left Dungeon Ghyll one wet afternoon 
guiding a party to Scawfell Pike. At the top 
of Rossett Ghyll one of the ladies was too tired 
to go ftirther. I did not wish to leave her with- 
out a companion, but she insisted that all the 
others shoidd complete their walk. We left her 
resting by a large boulder, and soon were out of 
sight in the mist. A couple of hours later we 
returned, but there was no trace of the lady. As 
it was very probable she had already returned to 
the hotel, this circumstance did not then trouble 
us much. But when we got home the lady had 
not been seen, so I set out agdn up the ghyll to 
Esk Hause, and there turned down the head into 
Borrowdale, as it was apparent that the lady had 
somehow strayed from the path. At Seathwaite, 
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SeatoUer, and Rosthwsute I visited all the inns and 
outlying houses; then, still unsuccessful, turned 
up the pass to Wastdalehead. 

* After a seven-mile tramp through very dense 
cloud, I came to old Will Ritson's, but could hear 
of no visitor. I ascended Scawfell Pike, and 
searched closely and unav^lingly as I returned. 
The lads of the dalehead had been out scouring 
the hillsides in the meantime, and I got in just 
after they had completed their task. It was now 
past midnight and a wild night After some 
supper — not many in the hotel would go to bed 
that night — I made another attempt, almost in 
despair. There was not the slightest answer to 
my calls. I climbed over to Eskdale, hoping 
that my lady had found her way there, and with 
the intention of raising the alarm thoroughly. At 
about four o'clock I knocked at the Woolpack, 
near Boot, and was told that a lady in a very 
exhausted condition had struggled to the door 
three hours before. She was then in a dead faint, 
but I was speec^y satisfied that my weary hunt 
was finished. 

* It appeared that the lady, feeling a little less 
tired, had followed from Rossett Ghyll less than 
an hour after we left her. For a while she had 
followed the path with ease, then lost it com- 
pletely. Whilst trying to find it again among 
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the mist, she became hopelessly confused as to 
direction, crossed streams, climbed and descended 
huge rocks, and walked over much rough groimd. 
At length she found herself by a fence, and, 
following this a good way, saw the lights of the 
Woolpack in the distance.* 

Such an incident is not uncommon even in 
these days, when mountain-paths are so well worn 
that any stranger may keep on them. But even 
if the route be lost, there is little peril to anyone 
who knows the fells. The only real awkward 
possibility that I know of is the danger of coming 
without warning upon a precipitous descent. 
Nearly every accident recorded is due to the 
fact that most people in such a predicament 
attempt to descend the face of the crag, often 
coming to grief. On one of his thirty or forty 
annual ascents of Helvellyn, for the purpose 
of measuring the density of its atmosphere at 
various altitudes, John Dalton and his com- 
panions suddenly found themselves enveloped in 
a dense cloud, which had swept up and closed 
round them unawares. They attempted to move, 
and stepped a few feet in advance, holding by the 
skirts of each other's coat, when the old philosopher 
suddenly drew back, saying : * Not a step more I 
There is nothing but cloud to tread on I' It was 
true ; their unconscious feet were on the very 

243 Q 2 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

edge of the precipice which plunges sheer down to 
Red Tarn. 

To those who know the fells, abundant indica- 
tions give warning of the nearness of a predpice, 
as well as, if the route be more familiar, to 
determine exactly the position of the rambler. 
These signs are in the air ; the different notes 
sounded by the wind to right and left are of great 
value. A breeze rushing up or along a wide 
expanse of grass has a seething note in it, whereas 
if rising suddenly from a deep dalehead, and 
encountering many crags, there is a harsh roar 
in the sound. Once when wandering along 
Helvellyn, our only proof that we had not in- 
voluntarily taken a wrong direction — by no means 
unusual in a dense mist — was the rattle of the 
wind among the cliffs on the Patterdale ^de of 
the moimtain. The edge of a precipice is always 
heralded by a line of outcroppings, and when 
travelling in the mist watch should always be kept 
for these. 

A shepherd of my acquaintance started from 
Wastdalehead one wet afternoon to reach a fiu-m 
in the Grasmere Valley. His proper route was by 
Styehead Pass to Esk Hause, thence to Angle 
Tarn, when a short cast to the left would bring 
him to the caem at Stakepasshead. A direct 
north-easterly course from here would bring him 
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home. However, after leaving the tarn he failed 
to touch the caem, but, keeping on for an hour, he 
came across the splintered edges of projecting 
strata among the short bent-grass. He guessed 
that he was too far north, and standing by a 
craggy slope of Wythburndale. When, however, 
the hill seemed to turn back on his route, he 
knew that something was amiss. 

The wind, happily, was now blowing the masses 
of mist away, and every minute the light increased. 
When the air cleared sufficiently, the shepherd 
found himself standing on the brink of Pavey 
Ark, a tremendous array of scree and cliff ad- 
joining Langdale Pikes, with the tarn of Stickle 
brooding 1,200 feet below, some six miles from 
his supposed position. Had he carried out the 
intention of descending, which he formed on 
approaching the edge, he would have undoubtedly 
gone into serious danger. Indeed, three years 
later a fatal accident occurred at the very same 
point. 

The liability of tourists to go astray among the 
misty clouds is great, and one of the few exciting 
incidents of dalehead life is to be called upon to 
join in a search. The number of such hunts, 
however, does not represent the total of *losts.' 
Parties or individuals working from some hotel, 
and starting with the avowed intention of return- 
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ing the same evening, or sending their luggage 
beforehand to another hotel, purposing to follow 
by a more or less circuitous route, are easily missed. 
But the Bohemian of the fells, who defines to him- 
self no route, is seldom traced. A couple of 
visitors to the Lake District arranged to walk fi-om 
Dungeon Ghyll and Grasmere respectively, to meet 
on the fells near Sergeant Man. The day was 
very wet and misty, but the man from Grasmere 
reached the rendezvous, and, after waiting a long 
time, pushed on to Dungeon Ghyll, where he 
found that his friend had started, as arranged, some 
hours previously. The tourist searched the way 
carefully over to Grasmere, where he stated the 
circumstances to the inhabitants. Evening was 
fast drawing on, and everyone turned out to the 
quest. Not till the last gleam of light faded from 
the skies did the wearied parties return, when at 
his hotel the Grasmere tourist found a telegram 
from his friend, stating that, after climbing into 
the mist, he had changed his mind and struck 
along the hillside to Windermere. Many tourists, 
when lost in the mist, try to await the ndsing of 
the cloud curtain. Certainly this is the safest 
method, but the fog-banks close in for days at 
times, and human endurance is limited. A gentle- 
man and his sister staying at Mardale essayed to 
climb Kentmere High Street one misty day. Soon 
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after reaching the shoulder of the ridge, however, 
they got into difficulties, and finally, lest worse 
should befall, decided to wjut. They were missed 
from the hotel, and the proprietor with two or three 
helpers took different tracks up the mountain. 
After three hours' search, the couple, now half 
frozen with the chilly mist, were rescued. 

The Scarf Gap district, near Buttermere, with 
its many rocky hillocks of almost similar contour, 
is well known in misty weather for * circular walk- 
ing.' Some years ago a party of ladies going from 
Wastdalehead to Buttermere were unexpectedly 
caught in the mist here. For hours they wandered 
about the fellsides. One of the ladies dropped 
her pocket-book, and recovered it again about two 
hours later— conclusive proof that they had been 
walking in a circle. It is pleasant to add that 
when the mist lifted, just before sunset, this party 
found themselves quite close to the path they had 
so long and utterly lost. 

Though we have many times had the pleasure 
of walking on the fells during dense mists, we 
have never had the temerity to go crag-climbing 
under such conditions. The rocks are usually 
very slippery, and a false step at any point of a 
steep climb would be fatal. There is little danger 
of losing your way among the rocks if, in the first 
place, you correctly hit off the entrance of the 
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climb, but that is difficult when there are many 
similar openings in the clifF. Once fairly on the 
right track, however, you can follow the route 
marked by the white scratches of the hobnails of 
your predecessors. The mist, though burying any 
distant landmark, seldom interferes with your view 
of the work close at hand People there are, 
however, who are dead to all discomfort, and who 
on occasion go climbing even in the densest mist, 
and the account of an ascent of the Napes Needle, 
a familiar crag on Great Gable, will be of interest : 
*As the weather was uncompromising and I 
wanted an easy day, I strolled out for a solitary 
scramble towards the Napes rocks, to make a mere 
bowing acquaintance with the Needle, and with 
the virtuous intention of doing nothing rash in the 
way of venturing upon a single-handed attack upon 
it. At the moment of leaving the grass and 
taking to the rocks, I stepped into cloudland, and 
there came on a miserable drizzle that was not far 
removed from rain. There was nothing for it but 
to get wet. No one can climb in a waterproof 
even though it be only a cape ; and as to any 
other protection against the weather, you may as 
well offer mackintoshes to a family of otters. Some- 
where up above was the Needle, but whether I had 
passed the place or not I could not tell. So I 
ensconced myself in a sort of cave among some 
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huge boulders to consider the plan of campaign 
wirfi the aid of a quiet pipe, and had almost given 
it up as a bad job and made up my mind to return, 
when I heard voices through the mist Setting 
up a halloo, and getting a response, I shouted : " Is 
the Needle up there ?" " Yes, we're on it— come 
up," was the answer. I had been sitting all the 
time at its very base ; so up I went, and, scrambling 
up a steep but easy gully, soon gained the narrow 
rock-platform a few feet below the crack which 
marks the banning of the climb of the Needle. 
I found here two first-rate climbers who had just 
been to the summit of the rock, and were discussing 
lunch. They very kindly expressed their willing- 
ness to go up again if I wanted to make the ascent 
* Here was a chance not to be lost, so I gladly 
accepted their offer, and we were soon roped and 

ready : R the leader, I middle man, and 

M came last. The ascents were very difficult, 

and with muscles out of training for a gymnastic 
feat such as mounting the last piece of the slippery 
rock— comparable only to climbing and adhering 
to a narrow mantelshelf — I was glad to avail 

myself of a " shoulder-up." Accordingly, M 

crouched down on the narrow cornice, and, step- 
ping with my left foot on to his right shoulder, I 
mounted in sybaritic fashion on to the ledge. 
The mist was boiling up all around us, so that we 
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could see the foot of the rock-shaft, and R — 



who ought to have known much better, shouted 
just as I was making the dangerous step up : 
" Come, hurry up down there ! this beastly weather 
makes me think of sunnier climes." Sidling along, 
I found round the corner of rock a jutting ledge 
eighteen inches higher that offered a good hold for 
both feet. The next foothold was for the left foot 
— a small projection about an inch wide, and 
several inches higher on the face of the rock. 
This was about the most ticklish part of the whole 
climb. It is necessary to step with the left foot 
confidently up on to this projection, which slopes 
slightly the wrong way. To make a false step in 
doing so might entail serious consequences, as the 
hand-support is of the slightest. A boot edged 
with good ice-nails would get a firm grip on the 
projecting ledge, but my boots were merely 
studded, and the round leather edge felt insecure 
enough on the wet and smooth stone. However, 
the step was successfully accomplished, and I was 
then able easily to grip the right hand and top 
edges of the boulder in close embrace. A final 
pull-up, and I lay on my chest across the summit, 
and after a gasp of relief drew my legs up after 
me.' 

In winter the mists are horrible. I don't 
suppose many of my readers have ever crossed 
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the desolate, snow-covered uplands. It is dreary 
enough work when the pallid sun glints along the 
even surface, lighting up the air with an unwonted 
shimmer, and the great crags loom out on the 
fell-sides. The passes between Buttermere and 
Wastdalehead — Scarf Gap and Black Sail — may 
be a case in point. As the snow is crunched up 
towards the narrow depression from which the 
former is named, the darkness of the afternoon 
increases. A foot of snow has already obliterated 
the path, and it now seems apparent that there 
will be a further fall. In a second the sky seems 
to fell aroimd us. We barely feel the extra chilli- 
ness of the air before the scene is darkened with 
falling particles, and we look around to find our- 
selves immured in the gray cloud-walls. A circle 
of twenty yards of uneven snow is all we can see, 
the view of lake and mountain being alike blotted 
out Perhaps for ten minutes we did not realize 
the danger of our position, but soon after crossing 
the ridge towards Ennerdale it dawned on us. 
Now, however, retreat was more difficult than 
advance. With every danger-signal masked, with 
the path lost and undiscoverable, and the wind 
sending the white storm fidl in our faces, our 
position was one of most extreme discomfort. 
We threw away all idea of getting near the caerns 
and huts at the foot of Black Siul, devoutly 
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hoping to reach the valley bottom in safety. 
Drifts of various depths had to be stni^led 
through, and descents of screes and moraines of 
boulders negotiated. It was a most anxious time. 
A slip on one of those abrupt breasts of snow 
might end with us, as with more than one other 
wanderer of the fell, in a broken 1^. How some 
poor fellows must have suffered before death's 
kindly sleep fell upon them ! Unable to get 
away, perhaps with their poor tortured limbs 
jammed between immovable boulders, they had 
simply to freeze or to starve. By carefully 
following the deepest drifts, we got on to a comer 
of rock whence all but a thin coating of snow had 
been whirled by the wind. It was no precifHce, 
and, though the descent was hard work indeed, 
we could yet see our way, and found this route 
much preferable. We got into daylight again 
at the head of Ennerdale Valley, and stayed an 
hour there in the old hut, while the snowstorm 
passed. There was nothing to make a fire of, and 
we were glad to note the clearing of the pass in 
front We just got over the top of Black Sail 
htfote the clouds closed again belund us. 
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I. Daybreak on the Sands 

The great mass of the limestone head bounding 
our estuary to the southward loomed black and 
sullen against the delicate pearl clouds, through 
which an unseen sun was endeavouring to diffuse 
some measure of day to our little valley. To 
seaward the tide had receded far, and the chill 
white lines of water tossed to the wind beyond a 
wide stretch of sand. To landward the dun mist 
of morning hung, blotdng out the distant hills 
and the woodlands, leaving in view only a stretch 
of marshy pastures and the houses of a tiny 
village. Though we were early astir, yet others 
were in advance ; the fishermen were going to 
take up the spoils which night had brought to the 
nets fixed on the sand-banks. 

• • • • • 

At eventide a great flock of wild -duck of 
various kinds settled after their long flight from 
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the northward upon the moving waters of the 
bay. They were hungry, but much noise had 
been heard as they winged over the fishing- village. 
At night£dl it would be safe to venture closer, 
and, besides, there would be precious little food 
to be delved out of those adamant sands, from 
which the water had long been absent The 
flock thus sat on the tossing waters awhile, rest- 
ing. Then a few detached themselves from the 
nmn body, and floated shoreward with the wash 
of the tide. They were scouts, to spy out the 
safest ground for feeding. Out beyond the 
gray stump of the ruined Pile, once fort and 
port in one, a fiery strip of cloud was losing its 
glow, turning slowly to crimson and to violet, 
after which it lost all that distinguished it from 
its vapour neighbours. In the east perhaps the 
moon had risen, for, though the great light was 
withdrawn, a visibility still reigned. The scouts 
thrown out by the cloud of duck floated up with 
the incoming tide awhile, then turned from its 
current into the slack waters widening into a pool 
near the mouth of a creek. Here, after a cautious 
survey of their surroundings, they settled down to 
feed. 

Meanwhile the main body had felt the rising 
pulsations of Mother Ocean, and, like an in- 
numerable flotilla of tiny strange craft, they, too, 
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had been approaching with the inflowing stream. 
In the soft sand were numerous worms and 
molluscs, and those tiny atoms of life which duck 
assimilate with avidity. In the &int luminosity 
prev^ling, whether from a clouded moon or the 
natural light on the water, their movements were 
plainly visible. A duck floating on the surface 
would suddenly dip its head beneath the water ; 
then deeper and deeper it went, till the main part 
of its body was submerged, and the tdl and a pair 
of wildly-moving web-feet were all that remaned 
in ^ht Further seaward the duck dived down 
dean out of ^ht after the food they were in such 
need of, coming up to the surface for a moment, 
shaking their heads and necks clear of water, then 
disappearing in a flash again. Other birds, more 
fastidious, maybe, followed in the rising waters, and 
never dipped deeper than their neck-length. The 
duck feeding with peaceable cutterings to one 
another made a pretty »ght ; yet, unknown to the 
casual observer, a grim tragedy was occurring right 
in his sight. Bird after bird dived down and 
never rose to sight ag^n. The deep-water feeders 
gave no sign as thdr numbers were diminished by 
the score ; odd birds feeding in middle depths 
might have been seen to splash a little as their 
tiuls and web-feet were gradually covered by the 
rising water, while among the shore-haunters there 
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was occasionally a little commotion. Birds were 
being sufFocated on all sides, yet the survivors 

heedlessly went on gorging, till For, pegged 

flat along the sand-banks, the fishermen had left 
thdr nets, ready for the ground-loving flocks 
which would come up with the tide. The duck, 
in diving and *grobbling' about for their food, 
got their heads so firmly fixed among the meshes 
of the nets that they could not withdraw them 
again, and so were slowly done to death. 

• • • « • 

Not every one of the village fishermen had got 
out to his nets. We could hear a ramshackle cart 
coming clattering down the stony lane behind us. 
Immediately the belt of shingle was passed, the 
solitary figure in the vehicle put the horse to its 
best trot over the swelling sands. It was old Jack, 
the man whose nets were planted furthest seaward, 
and it behoved him to move quickly, lest the tide 
should agsun cover them before he had taken his 
toll of their contents. As we rambled further and 
further out, the shore seemed to rise in altitude, 
and the great crag where a brave knight slew 
the last wolf in the countryside seemed to raise 
its bulk to a mote commanding hdght. In front 
of us the fishermen's carts were still far away, and 
across the channel daylight showed us the chim- 
neys of a town, backed by a long sharp line of 
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hills. In half an hour we reached the nearest cart. 
Looking into it, we saw a great mass of scales and 
feathers — the fish and the duck ensnared during 
the night. This man had completed clearing his 
net, and was busily pegging it down to the sand- 
bed, ready for another tide. We would dearly 
have liked to examine his load, but the man was 
too feverishly at work ; therefore we looked 
around to see who had not yet completed their 
task, and, of course, first thought of the old man 
who in his cart had passed up a while ago. After 
a moment's consideration, we decided to go as hr 
as the point where his nets were, and to watch him 
empty them. A stiff breeze was blowing across 
the estuary, and helped us to run along to the old 
man's netting-ground more easily. He looked up 
at our approach, and asked us to lend a hand, as 
the tide had turned and time was precious. My 
fnend and I, therefore, got to work, jerking the fish 
and fowl dear of the meshes into baskets, which 
were emptied into the body of the cart in one con- 
fused mass. * There isn't time to sort them,* we 
agreed with reluctance. In maybe ten minutes 
we had half filled the cart, and stood watching the 
fisherman repegging down his nets. The breeze 
soughed coldly across the bleak sands, the sdng of 
the frozen Northland in it, while the soft rush as 
the white rollers broke nearer and nearer on the 
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sand-bank filled our ears. The old man directed 
us tx> assist in stretching the nets. ' Be sharp Y he 
said, without a glance at the fast-4nconung tide. 
The last rope was stretched and the last p^ driven, 
and the sea was roaring in a great stream not a 
hundred yards away. 'Into t* cart, and sharp!' 
And on the instant we obeyed. 

I had not looked landward for some time, and 
was surprised to find that our spit of sand was 
now cut ofiF by a slowly-widening arm of the sea. 
If this was deep and we could not cross it in the 
cart, if it became furrowed with strong water and 
our cart was overwhelmed, then we would be in a 
dangerous strait ; for swimming in the chill waters 
of a December dde is not to be contemplated 
without mi^ving. But old Jack, with a word of 
encouragement to his horse, drove straight at the 
water. My feelings as I looked over the side of 
the cart were uneasy, and I watched the water rise 
upward from wheel-rim, by the thin spokes, to the 
axle, and higher and higher, till I heard it wash in 
the bottom of the cart around my feet Our horse 
was plodding steadily away, though breast-deep in 
the tide. Deeper we sank, and deeper still, till 
our spoil of the nets was hidden in the flood, and 
the horse's head and a strip of its back was all 
that was vinble of it. Still on the game old animal 
steadily waded, and it became apparent that the 
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perils of the passage were oven Immediately we 
came on to firm sand, old Jack leapt ofF the shaft 
on which he had stood, and called us to get out. 

* Now we must run for it. The water *11 be 
pretty deep just outside the shingles.' 

The old mare appreciated this remark as well, 
for it broke into its best lumbering trot, dragging 
the lightened cart, from which the sea- water oozed, 
at a fairish pace, to which we three kept up. A 
quarter of a mile in front was the shore, but a fast- 
running tongue of sea- water cut us off. Again we 
mounted the cart as the water was touched, and 
the blue-jerseyed fisherman drove stnught ahead. 
I was not prepared for what now followed. A 
powerful undertow whirled us — cart, horse, and 
men — bodily seaward, while the smft stream 
striking the oaken sides of the vehicle threw 
spray right over us. But old Jack had been 
cautious in his selection of a point to pass the 
current, and the eddy of the fierce undertow 
brought the horse where it could take footing 
agsun, after which it speedily drew up into safety. 

Of course, our first action, after changing our 
soaking clothes, was to examine the load of duck 
and flooks we had helped to bring to land. I had 
prepared myself for disappointment, but surely 
these damp, muddy, rufiied balls of feathers were 
not the same as tiie brightiy-coloured, carefully- 
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preened unifc^'m of the ducks which had swum to 
the sand-banks when the moon was clouded o'er 
last night ? The varieties we had looked to see — 
the scaup, the teal, the widgeon, etc. — were hardly 
distinguishable to our novice eyes, and ere long we 
gave up the attempt in despair. But one bird did 
interest us, and that was a neat-feathered northern 
diver, which is a rarity to the fisho^men. As to 
the others, we did not fed it incongruous to their 
estate to hear them hawked about in the adjacent 
town that afternoon by old Jack to a sing-song 
of— 

* Fine fresh flooks tlive, tlive oh ! 

Alive oh, alive oh ! 
Fine fresh flooks alive, alive oh ! 

Alive oh, alive oh I 
Now, my old lasses, come out with your dishes. 
And ril fill you them full for a trifle.' 
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11. The Peril of the Sands 

One incident in the life of George Moore of 
Cumberland has always struck my imagination, 
and that is his narrow escape from drowning when 
crossing Morecambe Bay by the oversands route. 
Outside the estuaries of the rivers Kent, Leven 
and Winster, sand-banks stretch almost level 
seaward for miles, and as the tides recede these 
soon become clear of water, and in the course of 
an hour have settled so firmly in most parts that 
heavy traffic may readily pass. And from the 
days of Roman legions marching across till the 
era of railways this was the crossing preferred by 
all traffic to and from Furness and West Cumber- 
land. The way was fraught with dangers : some- 
times a strong wind from the south-west held 
back the ebbing of the waters for an hour or more, 
and forced up the succeeding • flow ' long before 
the normal time. On many a stormy day the 
rush of a single comber blotted out, with a depth 
of blue water, acres of bare sand. Any convey- 

263 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

ance midway on its journey would be simply 
washed away with such an eight-foot wave ; horses 
and men encountered would be borne over without 
chance of escape. The channels of the rivers, 
being below the general sand-level, also constituted 
a peril. The banks were constantly crumbling 
under the action of salt water and fresh, and the 
direction and depth of the current at any given 
point varied much from tide to tide. At a point 
where last ebb the eau or river of the sea was 
fordable, now there might be a deep cavity filled 
with water, in which, should the driver venture, 
horse and man and conveyance might be easily 
lost That such a thing has happened over and 
over again is the story told by hundreds of 
epitaphs in the burying-places of the surrounding 
countrysides. The third danger was that of 
quicksand — ^a terribly remorseless enemy to the 
traveller ; while in misty weather and during the 
hours of darkness it was possible to lose all sense 
of direction over the bewildering level waste, and 
to guide your horse, perhaps, straight out to sea. 
Case after case could be cited of men going several 
miles out of their courses from such an accident : 
the number of mysterious drownings on the sands 
never to be properly traced gives the impression 
that those who escape after such mistakes are in a 
terrible minority. 
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George Moore reached Cartmel towards even- 
ing. He did not take time to inquire as to the 
state of the tide, but drove off at once towards the 
sands. It was a reckless undertaking, as he soon 
found out, for he was scarcely halfway across 
before he saw the tide was turning. The man 
who was with him in the carriage jumped out 
and went back. But George, believing that he 
was on the right track, drove on. The water was 
now approaching like a mill-race. He flogged his 
horses as he never flogged them before. The 
sand shifted beneath their feet, so he turned aside 
and drove where foothold still held. A mirage 
rose before him, and he seemed to see the land. 
But it disappeared and reappeared again and agdn. 
The situation became terrible. 

At length he heard a loud shout from some 
person to the left One of the mounted guides 
had seen his peril. The man spurred his horse 
into the water, suddenly turned round, and waved 
him to come onward in that direction. Moore 
understood his position at once, and pulled his 
horses round by sheer force towards land. By 
dint of fledging and struggling the horses at length 
touched the ground, dragged the carriage up the 
sands, and Moore's life was saved. 

Other equally exciting incidents occur to me as 
I write. Once the mail-coach when for out on 
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the sands was struck by a powerful gust of wind, 
and blown bodily some hundred yards out of its 
course, where it capdzed. The horses and 
passengers made for the shore as quickly as 
possible. Some days later the great vehicle was 
found near the tideway, and, after re-upholstering, 
was agsun put in use. 

The dangers of the sands were so well known 
from the earliest times that the abbeys, and after 
their dissolution the Crown, were charged to 
maintain men whose duty it was to vigilandy 
study the tideway and conduct passengers safely 
across. The post of guide on the Kent sands 
was held by one family for over five hundred 
years. 

During my wsmderings in the districts near the 
sands, I have come across many who had stories to 
tell of perils braved or witnessed. What more 
perilous than to have, when your cart is far from 
shore, a wheel break under a sudden strain put 
upon it Yet this happened when a family, some 
quite young children, was cros^ng the Leven 
sands. Two men set out for the nearest village 
to have the breakage repaired, leaving the women 
and children to make the best of it during the 
chilly night It was several hours before the 
repair was completed, the tide had long turned, 
and the wheel was fixed against time. The 
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delayed cart was saved with difficulty, for so high 
had the water risen that the horses were almost 
swept ofF their feet by the force of waves which 
again and again broke against the carts. 

The story is told of a funeral crossing the sands 
being caught up by the tide ; the coffin had 
to be temporarily left to the mercy of the seas. 
Another cortige, when halfway across, had to 
hasten to the shelter of Holme Island — not then, 
as now, connected with the mainland by a cause- 
way — and from the rocky shores of this they 
watched the raging sea close over their tracks. 
More than once the mail-coach has struggled to 
this refuge when, after passing one of the river 
channels, the other was, through a sudden rise of 
the tide, found unfordable, and advance or retreat 
by the direct route was equally impossible. 

But the narrative of one who crossed the sands 
in his early years — the old man has been dead 
some years now — is, even among such episodes as 
already mentioned, worth placing on record : 

' It was mid-afternoon when the gentleman for 
whom I was working as groom decided to pass 
from Lancaster to Ulverston. The month was 
Febniary, and a faint griming of snow covered the 
land. The day had been hazy, and the weather- 
wise said a storm was brewing in a villainous- 
looking patch of clouds hanging out to sea. Of 

267 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

course I had to go, though I ui^ed the un- 
desirability of driving the horses through the 
cold waters of the channel At half-past four we 
were at Hest Bank, having driven quickly over 
the frozen roads. 

* The folks at the inn advised us to stop there 
for the night, as it was growing dusk and the 
wind was ridng. But on we went. The guide 
accompanied us to the Keer, and saw us safely 
across, then told us that by following a line of 
bushes planted in the sand we would in about 
a mile fall in with the Kent guide, who was 
mounted. We had scarce left this man, whose 
repeated warnings made me more uneasy, when 
from the sea there crept up a thick gray cloud, 
which so enveloped us that I had to dismount 
and lead the horses, for from our seats we could 
not see from one small tuft to another. I was 
thus puzzling out the route, when we came to 
a pool of water, at which the gray mare shied and 
then bolted The loose rein was wrested fi*om 
my hand, but as the carriage swept past I leapt 
and clutched the back. The horses ran for fully 
a minute — the distance was impossible to guess 
in the dusk of the cloud — before they could be 
stopped. And when at last they came to a stand- 
still, imagine our plight ! We were far out on 
those bleak sands without any knowledge as to 
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where sound land lay ; turn as we might, the open 
sea was a perilous thing to risk. The tide had 
turned, and would now be running in at a 
tremendous rate. Even should running waters 
be met with, these would give no clue as to 
direction, for they might be a river-current or 
a mere eddy of the waves. Then, too, the wind 
was ri^ng higher, and from afar we heard the 
growling roar of the sea. " What shall we do ?** 
said the master. I would not reply. The moment 
of indecision in his mind passed, and he continued : 
**John, this is one way to die. Let us drive 
onward somewhere. If so be that we take a 
wrong turning, it will be but a quicker ending.** 
I said now : " Let the horses try ; they will turn 
for the land surer than we." Well, the horses had 
by this time in some manner realized the danger ; 
they stood shivering and pawing the sands, look- 
ing first to seaward, whence the subdued thunder 
was proceeding, then at one another in silence 
askance, and to us. At the word they walked 
steadily forward, bearing, as it seemed to me, 
somewhat to the left. ** If this direction is cwrect, 
God help us 1" I thought I spoke to them again, 
and they quickened to a trot. The sound of their 
rafnd hoofs for a while drowned in my ears that 
dull, insistent roar, to which, as my senses indi- 
cated, we were gradually coming nearer and nearer. 

269 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

Pool after pool of water was run into, but the 
horses were steady now. 

* All this time the cloud had been blowing along 
the sands, never lifting a fathom, but allowing 
some three lengths' dear view ahead, and the wind 
blew still harder. Dusk it had been when we lost 
our way; it was almost pitch-dark now. Time 
and agsun I thought voices came through our 
enveloping shroud, but though I called often 
there was no reply. Sound did not carry far, and 
our loudest shouts seemed to be stifled on our 
lips. As I looked steadily ahead into the flurry 
of snowflakes, which accompanied a stifier squall 
than usual, I thought the chestnut's ear twitched 
as though sensitive to something occurring not hr 
away. Then the gray cheered up — ^it had been 
doggedly pressing against the collar for some 
time, as though the previous terror had sapped its 
strength — and I turned to the master at my elbow. 
His fecc was lit with expectation, tempered with 
doubt. He forestalled my question. " Do you 
see that ? I have been watching for a few seconds, 
though I didn't speak, for fear it might be a 
delusion." But our animals broke into a canter, 
and shortly the air around us was filled with the 
sounds of cracking whips and shouting men ; and 
it didn't take more than a second for us to realize 
that we had fallen in with a band of carriers laden 
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with goods for the Ulverston market. Where we 
had been in our perilous wandering will never be 
known, but we returned to safety quite close to 
where the Kent was to be crossed. The carriers 
had planned to stay the night at Cartmel, and to 
cross the Leven sands after the morning tide, so 
we stayed in their company. During the night, 
however, the threatening storm burst ; and at day- 
break the sea in the channel raged so wildly that 
not one would venture, and all made the detour 
over hilly roads to Newby Bridge, and so to our 
journey's end/ 
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I. Along the Heather 

It is always with exhilaration that the sportsman 
hears the first wing-rush of the season, and sees 
his first covey of grouse whirl along the heathery 
waste. The gun is thrown up, and on the instant 
the bird is singled. At the report a few feathers 
are struck up from the winger. Almost instantly 
the fury of its pinionings ceases, its flight droops, 
and becomes more and more imsteady, till with a 
thud it reaches the grass just as your retriever 
gets within distance. 

In our district of rough shootings, the twelfth 
is the only festival the gunner observes, for the 
grouse is our stable game-bird. But though re- 
stricted in its variety of sport, ours, also, is one of 
the few areas in which genuine old-feshioned shoot* 
ing is to be had. The exigencies of falling revenues 
has stopped the heavy stocking and close pre- 
serving formerly the custom, and our birds are 
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almost zlwzys wild — wild with the freedom of 
the spreading moorland, not with the wildness 
of terron Beating is rarely resorted to by the 
occupiers of our shootings, for men are scarce in 
upland valleys. 

The evening of the eleventh closed down over 
the steeps in lurid fashion, and at dark a storm 
was whistling along the near-by braes. Our keeper, 
however, held that by sunrise the worst of the 
tempest would be spent, and that a clear day was 
in store for us. However, when we arose the 
gale still shrieked along the uplands, driving huge 
banks of cloud before it The rain had ceased 
some hours before, but every dell was occupied 
with a roaring flood, and the bosky places were 
palpably saturated. The keeper, who appeared to 
have spent the whole of the wild night patrolling 
the only route by which poachers could reach the 
moor, was decidedly of opinion that, bad as the 
weather was, it was still improving rapidly. The 
clouds, whirling ghostlike in the uncertain light, 
were less frequent, and did not fall so far down 
the slopes. Now and again the surf of billowy 
white passed clear of the fellside for a few 
seconds. 

Up and be doing was advised ; and, as we were 
in friendly rivalry with the holders of the other 
moors as to whose gun should hH the earliest 
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bird of the season, in a few seconds we were 
striding through the woods, listening to the eerie 
voice of the gale in the reeling pine-tops, or to 
the gushing down secluded ghylls of creamy 
torrents. 

In ten minutes we were on the bleak moor ; the 
pressure of the wind was so strong that we could 
barely keep our feet. The grass was beaded with 
raindrops ; the tangled bushes through which here 
and there we had to force a passage shook drench- 
ing showers upon us. Walking along some half- 
mile, we got into the shelter of a great rib of 
mountain ; and here the keeper anticipated sport. 
So far not a bird had stirred, or even called; 
whether they had deserted the exposed brae or 
were unwilling to rise, I cannot say. 

Now, looking across the deep, narrow valley, 
we espied at a great distance another shooting- 
party passing through the heather in extended 
line. Our keeper chuckled : 

* T' Ferns folkll not git t' first birrd to-day ' 

I was not so certain, for I had seen two wee 
puffe of smoke rise from the centre of their line. 
But though the slow advance checked, there was 
no crowding together to congratulate a successful 
first shot. 

The. -presence of rivals spurred us on, but, try 
as we would, not a bird could be found in the wet, 
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quiet hollow ; then, worse than all, a fine gray veil 
drew itself between us and our distant view, grow- 
ing rapidly more dense, till we could see but a 
few yzrds. 

* Ferns wins,* groaned I ; but the ever-confident 
Jack claimed that it would require a finer shot 
than any of theirs to down a bird on that gusty 
moon * But what of the flukes — eh ?* 

* We've as much chance as they. Keep a sharp 
lookout as we come opposite to these screes, and 
fire at the first thing that moves.' 

Of course, this was what we were bound to da 
In a few minutes the cloud blew aside, and just as 
its final skirts were rushing from the heather and 
scree in front, up rose with wild clamouring a 
covey of grouse. There was a sharp crackle as 
four guns belched forth tc^ether on them. Down 
went three birds. Whose was the first ? Well, 
each claimed the honour, but the gamekeeper, as 
final referee, laid down that when shots are simul- 
taneous the order of birds reaching the ground 
must count The scene of this informal court 
was dramatic: the weathered old man, his kindly 
face lit up with delight at our referring the matter 
to him ; the three splendid dusky-red birds laid 
neatly in front ; the dogs wandering around, 
probably contrasting this delay with our usual 
pushing habits ; and our four faces showing vnrying 
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d^rees of anxiety as we awsuted the veteran's 
decision. For a minute he sat silent and motion- 
less, his gray-dad body standing out against the 
dark heather and gray-lichened crag of the rolling, 
windy moor, and when his first point was again 
agreed to, he declared that the cock was the first 
down. As I was the only one who had singled 
him, it was n^ first grouse. 

Now half an hour more we wsuted for better 
light, with a possible lifting of the mist-curtain 
sufficiently high for sport to be more than inter- 
mittent. And after a while things certainly began 
to be brighter. As we patrolled along, the birds 
rose better and the g\ms got into better use. 
But all day the wind remained powerful enough 
to aid the birds' escape. 

Another year the circumstances of shooting 
were easier, the weather was fine, our stock 
promi^ng, and our first bird was got very early. 
One of the dogs ranging in very delight in front 
flushed a small covey ftt)m a dot of heather just 
beyond the garden palings, and our youngest gun 
dropped a straggler. The chances of a kill at the 
long range were so remote that no one else 
attempted a shot 

Than the moors on a fine September morning I 
cannot conceive a fairer space. At midsummer 
the bees drone sleepily over the blooming heather, 
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the little runnels murmur distantly from their 
grass-hidden courses. Of bird-life little is to be 
seen ; the grouse cower among the heather until 
near sundown. As we stand by the weedy tarn 
this morning, however, there is ample evidence 
that the spreading mantle of chocolate and green 
is thronged with life. Here the path crosses a 
boggy tract where dirty jets of water spurt over 
our boots ; now we encounter bouldery ground, 
and the path winds among the greater fragments. 
Anon we brush through a narrow channel running 
athwart a waste of heather. 

* There they go !' There is a sharp rustle 
among the grass, some hurried wing-beats and a 
hoarse call * come-back, come-back,' and a splendid 
covey of grouse sail away from us. But not a 
gun is raised, for the gamekeeper has expressly 
stipulated that in this badn of green swamp and 
sparkling dot of water, chosen haunt at all times 
of wild-duck, not a shot is yet to be fired. 
R^etfiilly we trudge upward on the rugged path 
to the top of the slope. 

Now the dogs are released, and the line of guns 
shakes out. The old keeper, as a special favour 
in return for early summer inquiries about his 
broods, walks close beside, constituting himself 
my loader. I know this moor well ; for several 
years I have watched the seasons pass over its fiice 
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of spreading bracken and stiff, erect heather; 
otherwise I might be impatient. 

* It's a bit noisy for t* birds here/ is an zpology 
hazarded by the old man ; * a good many sheep 
have been driven across there this last week. 
(* Across there/ indicated by a sweep of his arm, 
is a moorland road, lonesome-looking enough 
to-day.) 

A gun is discharged at the far end of our line — 
I cannot see exactly by whom, as we are in a slight 
fold of the moor, then quite a small volley. A 
covey has flown right down the line of guns. In 
a moment the birds whir across my line of vision, 
but they are too far away for a shot. This glen 
illumined by the morning sunshine is like a piece 
from fairyland. Sphagnum in all stages, golden and 
white and green, and gray-green bent ; tinkling 
streamlets and moss-hung rocks; every blade of 
grass, every branchlet of heather, every frond of 
fern and bracken, is decked with beads of dew, 
and the sunshine revels in each and every drop 
as though it were a crystal prism, throwing off 
glories and halos of rainbow hues. 

In a minute we clear this little gully and are 
again level with the others. Each man carries his 
own game-bag (save myself, whom the veteran 
serves), and will do his own loading ; but game 
is sparse, and for five brace apiece we may have to 
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tramp as many miles. However, there is always 
magnificent scenery and bradng air, and now and 
again there will be lively incidents — sequences of 
shots as rapid as you can fire and exchange shells. 
* Nerves' on such occasions are almost sure to 
leave you with an empty game-bag. 

So along we tramp, shooting where any o[^x>r- 
tunity arises. The dogs go through their work 
thoroughly and cheerfully ; we guns are young 
and athletic, so that the long walk does not tire 
us. At lunch-lime we are close to a disused 
sheepfold, in the lee of which our meal is spread. 
During the half-hour rest we indulged in we got 
the old keeper to tell us stories from his own 
experience. He has been on various estates, and 
commanded all sorts of shooting ; but with 
middle age the homing instinct turned him to 
the land of the fells and lakes again. He had 
amassed what was to him a competency, but his 
hands could not drop the gun altc^ether, and he 
gladly accepted his present position — a lucrative 
pleasure, not a labour to him. And this was the 
story he told us, between pufiFs of a black clay 
pipe, as he sat on a lichened stone with his back 
against the wall of the sheepfold : 

' Many years ago, near one of the best shooting 
estates in the Fells G)untry, there lived two 
poachers. Their ancestors had been frugal and 
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thrifty, so that a small farm — twenty or thirty 
acres, maybe — and a cottage were left to these 
two. To meet them on the country roads or 
in their fields, they were simple, slow-speaking 
farmers like their neighbours. But to see them 
making nets and snares when the storm howled 
round the little house — as I have done — they 
were smart craftsmen. And in the dark woods 
and leas, or by the salmon streams, the most alert 
watcher could never find Dick and Ned. They 
could thread the worst-tangled glades without a 
sound, for they knew every inch of them. As to 
game, whether fin, fur, or feather, Dick and Ned 
were sure somehow to get a large share of it 
Their house and bit of land lay between two wide 
sheep-farms. Thdr only sister had died when the 
lads were sixteen, their parents some time before, 
and after that bereavement the only companions 
they took were a dog and a cat Concerning 
which there is a story. 

^ The two men were sat at breakfiut, when Dick 
said, in his chanting voice : 

* " Ned, thoo likes thy dog." 

• ** Dick, thoo likes thy cat." 

* And at this the two joined battle. And when 
at last a chance caller at the house intervened and 
drew them apart, both men were dripping with 
blood. As quickly as they had fought they fell 
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back to the old intimate intercourse, Ned alone 
remarking : 

*« Well, ahll hae to kill thee some day, Dick, 
and ah'll might as weel ha' done it noo." 

^They were always like that, a word and a 
blow, till the keepers for miles around were 
almost all afraid of them, and purposely timed 
their beats to avoid the men. Ned, after a three 
months in gaol secured him by the old Lant 
Braithwaite, was one day working by a peat-pot 
[a bog-hole, generally partly filled with water], 
when that keeper came up and spoke cheerily to 
him. For reply, Ned — a stout man he was, and 
hard as an otter — ^gripped Lant, and after ten 
minutes' hard struggling threw him into the water. 
And, not content with that, the villain actually 
leapt with both feet on to the prostrate man's 
chest, and held him to suffocate beneath the 
shallow waters. 

* Luckily, however, the struggle had been noticed 
by other men at work on the moor, and the 
poacher was by main force pulled away ftx>m a 
brutal murder. Of course, even in that slack 
time, when a policeman was never seen outside 
the county town, such a thing as this had to be 
looked into. Ned the poacher was arrested and 
thrown into prison. When he came before the 
magistrates, one of them hailed him with : 
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* "Well, Ned, Lant has got you again." 

* " Ay, reet enough," was the ofF-hand reply ; 
**but he wodn't [wouldn't] if ah'd hed t' peeat 
speead in me hand/' 

*What a present-day bench would say to a 
bloodthirsty address like this from a poacher, I 
don't know, but keepers' lives were held cheap in 
those days. Magistrates who would hang a man 
for stealing a sheep only inflicted a short sentence 
on the killer of a keeper. However, this time some 
big man took an interest in getting the poacher his 
due, and Ned finally got ten years' transportation. 

* While he was away Dick was constantly in 
gaol. Perhaps he was less desperate than his 
brother, but I don't know. Two water-bailiffe 
once came upon him laden with salmon, fresh 
netted, on a bridge. They tried to arrest him, 
but he was a strong man, and threw first one and 
then the other over the ledge. It was a sheer 
forty feet, and a horrible flood was dashing through 
among the rocks. But if keepers were cheap, 
bailifis were cheaper. Both men managed to 
struggle out of the torrent many yards lower 
down, one with a broken arm and a badly cut 
head, but nothing was said about it. 

* Dick passed in and out of gaol till Ned's long 
term was up. One wild February morning the 
gray castle gate opened and the poacher walked 
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out He was a hardened and unforgiving beggar ; 
for the first thing he said, as he fixed his eyes on 
the bleak sunrise, was : 

* ^^ Well, ah'm oot again, and noo Lant Bnuth- 
wsute an' thoo be alive, TU kill thee afi^re this 
time to-mom.** 

^At mid-day a great snowstorm closed down, 
and hourly became worse. At about four o'clock 
a knock came to Lant Braithwaite's door ; it was 
opened by his grandson. An elderly, roughr-look- 
ing man asked : 

'•'Wharfs old Lant?" 

* And the wide-eyed youngster replied : " Why, 
he's gone up ower t' fell-end to Tom Bracken- 
rigg's. He wsdn't [will not] be back till varra 
laet Qate]." 

* " All right ;" and the questioner, moving away 
out of the fold, was soon lost to view in the driving 
snow. After these long years Ned had at last 
located his victim, and now, with long-stored rage 
in lus heart, he made up the snow-covered moor* 
path. ^* Me legs aren't as stiddy as they used to 
be," he muttered to Umself, as he stuck fiist and 
then collapsed into a deeper drift than usual 
But, determined on his evil course, though he was 
still racked with weakness and gaol-fever, he 
straightened himself on to his feet and pushed on 
into the wlurling blast. 
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^ About the same time old Lant Braithwaite at 
the moorland farm threw down his hand of cards. 

•"Bejocks, Jackie 1" he said to his partner, 
** ahVe clean forgitten to look at them traps doon 
be Blin* Tarn edge. Ah'U away." 

'And, despite all arguments to stay, the old 
man — ^he was now upwards of seventy — set out. 
He spoke to a shepherd who was forcing his way 
against the seething gale to attend to his flock, 
and that was the last time he was seen alive. 
Next morning a search was made, and old Lant 
was found frozen stiff in the green copse you can 
see the tops of from here.' 

•And the old poacher?' a vdce queried. 

'Ned was found dead, an awful baffled look 
on his face, crouched up among the heather just 
this side the ridge — near that big boulder above 
the beck course. Though within half a mile, he 
never found his enemy, after all.' 

'And Dick?' 

* Well, Dick hung about in a shiftless way for 
a while, then went clean away, and one fine 
morning, when the lilies bloomed among the rocks 
around, he was found drowned in the Fairy's Kail- 
pot down the next dale.* 

As the old man concluded his gruesome story, 
he rose to his feet and whistled the dogs together. 
A minute later the line of guns was spreading 
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anew across the moor. * Watch for hares/ was 
the veteran's instructions, but, alas I puss is 
becoming rare with us, and we never saw a scrap 
of fur. The old keeper likes to have the harriers 
once a year across the moor, because, he says, as 
the visit is planned late, the noise scatters the 
birds, and prevents too much in-breeding. How 
far his idea is correct, I cannot of course say. 
The birds rise very slowly on this part of the 
moor, but they are strong, and your gun has to 
be deftly and rapidly used when they come. 

•Stop!' said the old keeper suddenly, as we 
stood on a rise overlooking a tinkling streamlet. 
And as he spoke the dog in front flushed a bunch 
of birds from the outskirts of some heather. I 
fired rapidly, both barrels, and had the satisfaction 
of hitting each time. One bird was knocked 
over and over by the impact, and fell inunediately, 
but the other on stiffening wings sailed away for 
thirty yards or so. The other members of the 
family with wild calls whirled out of sight over 
the next ridge. 

* Quietly,* said the old man ; * we must have 
another shot at them.' And we had ; before 
we had gone a hundred yards they rose in a 
bewildered, scattered flight, and, to my delight, 
down to the heather thumped another brace. 
These were my last shots that day, though we 
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ranged the moor a couple of hours longer. The 
total bag averaged three brace per gun — not bad, 
considering the sparseness of game and the fact 
that two members of our party had discharged 
but a single cartridge apiece. 
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II. Rough the Bjeagle; or, A Rabbit- 
shooting Expedition 

The morning was dull but clear. Behind us 
a lonely wa}rside station, with an overtowering 
background of mountains ; in front a grand piece 
of rolling country, with a far-away line of blue 
peaks. It was early October ; the march of 
autumn following on a wet summer had been 
so slow that as yet hardly a tree was shedding its 
leaves ; the hedgerows were dense and mostly 
green, and, as we passed from the road, the grass, 
both permanent and aftermath, was long and 
tangled For a mile we walked by field-paths 
and through sunken lanes, spongy and rutted, 
damp with the exudations of countless hidden 
springs. Three of us, two gunsters and a rambler, 
and a dog. At the end of much seemingly aim- 
less tramping we reached the boundary of the 
small shooting. 

* Now,' said the principal to his fellow, * you 
take those fields to the right, while I try around 
the marshy pasture on this side.* 
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I put the leash on the dog and followed with 
caution. Rough was blacky white, and tan, and 
of the rough, genuine beagle tjrpe. There was 
nothing of the harrier or miniature foxhound 
about him. Also he was a show dog, with a 
proclivity for not looking his best on the correct 
occasions, therefore with his perfect shape and 
colour adding to his master's store of * com- 
mended ' certificates. 

Our premier gun was a slender, erect man, one 
who possessed a thorough knowledge of many 
kinds of outdoor sport, linked with a shrewd 
faculty for observation. He was a first-class shot. 
Means and manners of fur and feather by wood 
and water and lea were as an open book in his 
sight. Every nook and cranny of the two farms 
was known to him, and he had already reckoned 
out the possibilities of our day's work to a nicety. 
His companion, though keen on sport, was 
possessed of *days.' At times he would bring 
oflF with ease almost marvellous shots, to fail on 
the following day in an almost elementary style. 
He was a well-set-up man and accustomed to 
work requiring organization and patience. Surely 
shooting rabbits as they run from feeding-ground 
to burrow would test this latter. 

Down the dewy grass in the shadow of the 
hedge the principal stepped in silence, his gun 
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ready, watching and listening acutely for die rush 
of the first rabbit. But it didn't come at present. 
Rough walked steadily in the leash, and a moment 
after was loosed. Away he went, ranging the 
hedgesides thoroughly, but not a stray rabbit 
could he find. All four fences of the small 
pasture were viated. Rough's tail was indicative 
of eager anticipation, but his tongue was silent 
Down the chief ditch where a patch of ragged- 
robin grew he passed slowly, carefully. Rabbits 
had been astir here, but not recently enough to 
make the scents workable. We turned down a 
ghyll, a declivity with steep grassy banks, just 
before the other gun, with a rabbit dangling in his 
hand, joined us from the other pastures. 

The steep field to our right, bounded by thick 
wattled hedges, was a known haunt, and dog, 
giuis, and the wanderer alike were on the alert 
But though we scanned the breadth of wind- 
swept * fog,' not the slightest indication of flu- 
was there. Rough, ranging down towards the 
foot of the glen, began to quarter the tiny level 
beneath the rise, and almost immediately up 
jumped a big rabbit For a few seconds its 
rushing form was seen through the topmost ash- 
stems fringing the stream which drained the ghyll ; 
then, as it ran above them, there was a double 
crack, both guns firing at once. The furry body 
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rolled over and over, then came to rest just as the 
pursiung Rough galloped up. Now, a beagle is 
not, like a trained retriever, to be commanded with 
a word at a moment like this. It runs up to its 
quarry, and, should it not be dead, worries it till 
satisfied. This penchant, though in Rough almost 
small enough to be innocent, caused one or other 
of us, after each shot, to * pick up.' 

A minute or two later the leathern bags to 
contain the day's shoot, and our present instal- 
ment thereof, were being deposited in the stable 
of the farmhouse, after which we moved on again. 
Right opposite us, when orchard and cottage were 
cleared, was a steep bit of bank, where freshly- 
moved earth showed that rabbits were in active 
occupation. There was no chance of approaching 
this stronghold unseen from our present direction. 
It was a place for ferreting, rather. We now 
neared another rivulet. Rough was all excite- 
ment, straining to the limit of his leash, yet not 
violently rebellious of restraint. The principal 
motioned his friend to advance towards a gap in 
the thick sycamore hedge. Gun at the ready, he 
crept forward. We watched alertly. Beyond the 
hedge seemed to be a small field. The swelling 
ridge we had been passing here broke into a sheer 
front, not rocky, but grassy, and decked with 
hazel and oak and ash, pitted here and there 
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where the soil perpetually frittered away. This 
face of the bluff was likely to be honeycombed 
with burrows, and the natural feeding-ground of 

their occupants would be the narrow level W 

was reconnoitring. I saw his gun go up, there 

was a couple of sharp reports, and W , 

jamming fresh cartridges into the breach, was 
plunging across the stony beck course in the hope 
of getting a parting shot at some outlier. But if 
such there were, it did not come within our range 

of vision. W mounted the gap and walked 

out to 'pick up.' With Rough now at liberty, 
questing bramble and bush in a systematic manner 
in front of us, we now negotiated the very wobbly 
gate (or hurdle) which divided us from the 
coppiced bluff. The principal now turned to me. 

* Stand well back, and call if Rough drives any- 
thing among the bushes.' 

The angle of the short rise was so severe that I 
could not do this properly till I had retreated into 
the bed of the streamlet. Rough was ranging, 
often hidden from sight by intervening bushes, 
halfway up the slope. From his excited move- 
ments, game had apparently been astir not many 
seconds ago. Trail after trail he struck, but each 
time the makers were safe aground. A moment 
of silence, then he gave tongue — a wild, musical 
clarion-call to the chase — and with head down and 
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stern up flashed in and out among the bushes. A 
rabbit had crossed the brae in front of him toward 

the cluster of burrows opposite which W 

had posted himself. The sudden intrusion of a 
bustling enemy roused the rabbits sheltering in 
the further half of the coppice, and Rough's 
grand voice rang out again and again as he galloped 
about. 

* Mark, to your left V The ftir was making a 
dash across a narrow gap commanded by the distant 

gun. W slewed around quickly and fired. 

His eye was barely off the rolling body ere there 
was another sharp rustle among the grass. A 
rabbit was descending the brae in a frantic attempt 
to reach its hole. The shot, though at very short 
range, was not easy, for the rabbit presented a 
very foreshortened length, and was moving with 
the added impetus of the steep slope. 

Rough was still frantically busy among the 
undergrowth in the closest part of the coppice. 
Rabbits were being dislodged without doubt, but 
they were able to get to earth without coming 
into our sight. One essayed to break in our 
direction, and the beagle, after a sharp backward 
glance, allowed it. The principal was ready the 
moment cover was left, and did not miss. The 
rabbit, though far up the slope when hit, rolled 
an inanimate corpse to within my reach. 
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It was now apparent that the occupants of the 
blufF-end coppice were thoroughly aroused to 
their danger, and that scant further toll would be 
extracted for the present, so we turned back — 
Rough most r^etfully, and only in obedience 
to many calls and whistles — and surmounted 
the wobbly fence. At the crest of the bluff we 
walked across an intervening field to a dense- 
bottomed hedge, haunt of various outliers from 
the colony in the wood. One gun took each side 
the fence. Rough working ahead of them, and 
myself wandering a bit wide in the hope of flushing 
a ^ clapped 'un ' from the sodden long * fog ' grass. 
At first Rough didn't seem very willing to work 
the hedge, probably because no game was there, 
contenting himself with trotting alongside. But 
before he had gone thirty yards he was all keen- 
ness, wriggling through the smallest smoots (tracks) 
to change fields every few seconds. 

But not a rabbit would budge. For several 
hundred yards Rough wriggled and scampered, 
then paused with his nose scenting the air opposite 
a clump of impenetrable thorns, whimpering, and 
his lean body quivering with enthusiasm. But I 
guess this was the haunt of a cute old rascal who, 
from the secure mouth of his hole, was enjoying 
Rough's quandary, and every few seconds exposing 
enough of his unreachable self to taint the air for 
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the beagle's nostrils to snuff. Quite a minute this 
probable by-play went on, and at the end our 
white companion moved on again by the hedge- 
side. 

* Stop !' said the principal, close to whom I was 
walking. Throwing his gun up, he stepped back- 
ward some ten yards, his eyes all the while intent 
on something among the tushes of grass. Then 
he fired. There was a convulsive moment as a 
white body rolled over and over. The rabbit was 
but a small one, and as it lay had quite escaped 
my notice. Probably forty yards on the same 
incident occurred, but this time I sighted the 
frail, white-lined ears like two dead leaves above 
the grass. It is wasteful to shoot such tiny 
padders, but as they sit among the grass, with 
only a pair of ears visible, it is impossible to 
hazard a guess as to what size the creatures really 
are. To flush them and give them law in a field 
full of curious heifers means losing them, or 
risking serious damage to the bovine spectators. 

The hedgerow finished, we turned farmwards, 
walking fairly wide apart to beat up as much 
ground as possible. Rough's restless movements 
on the left sent a big rabbit leaping right across 
our front. Moving at speed, a rabbit presents 
much of the poetry of motion. How regularly 
its limbs curve and straighten, and its lithe body 
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bounds in response to muscles hard as steel 
hidden beneath the soft gray-and-white fur. Yet 
this one, though blessed with abundant energy, did 
not get to cover before the principalis gun spoke. 

At the homestead, as it was not yet time for 
lunch, we deposited our game, and examined the 
vegetable - garden. It is surprising how often 
during the noisiest hours of the days rabbits 
may be flushed from harbours where they must 
lie in daylong peril from the small host of sheep- 
dogs ranging all over the place. But to-day 
Rough pushes through tufts of raspberry-canes 
and beds of cabbage without a sign of success. 
Next to the field behind the farm, marching across 
the tangled tussocks and examining the hedges 
without raising a flutter. Then down to the barn, 
where we sat on the hay-seeded floor (for furni- 
ture there was none), with the fragrant * mow ' for 
back-rest, and lunched off an enormous pie. 

While this duty was being attended to, the next 
move was also discussed: the principal, Rough 
and I were to take another turn at the beckside 
coppices, while the other gun would try up the 
glen to the marshy field, our opening place. At 
the gate out of the fold we separated, but, instead 
of keeping below the blufF, struck upwards, to 
where it fell away abruptly. As we stood there, 
partly hidden by a thick veil of full-leaved sycamore, 
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we had an almost bird's-view of the little feed- 

ing-^ound W had so completely raked from 

the beckside two hours agone. Beyond the hedge, 
betwixt wood and field, was a little reddish-brown 
patch — almost out of range. If, as to my eye 
seemed most probable, this was merely an upturned 
sod, to fire would be to startle the outliers to the 
burrows. If the patch was really a rabbit, so near 
to the cover of the hedge was it that its slightest 
leap therewards would cause it to be lost to us. 
I was thus undecided ; but the principal, more 
accustomed than I to the vagaries of furred 
creatures, raised his gun. There was a very slight 
movement of the reddish-brown spot — it was 
a rabbit ; the high-pitched crack of smokeless 
powder echoed along the hillside, and the patch 
had disappeared. Hit or miss? The fence at 
the top of the brae was a stout one ; its top being 
wattled into an unbreakable bullfinch to capering 
heifers and young horses. I handed the gun over, 
then followed suit. Four long, sliding strides 
carried us down the worst pitch, and in a few 
seconds we were by the watercourse. My com- 
panion lay his gun down and climbed over the 
hedge to seek his rabbit, a search I prosecuted 
among the rank nettles and long tangled grass on 
my side, but for some little time neither of us 
succeeded. The principal, finishing his side, began 
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at the opposite end of my more difficult beat. At 
that moment a rablnt, its eyes glazing in death, 
rolled out from among the evil-smelling garlic 
into the beck course not two yards from where I 
stood. The long shot had therefore gone home. 

While we were thus employed, the beagle was 
enjoying a very lively time on the coppiceside ; 
twice I saw him scurrying in hot pursuit in a thin 
scrub of oaks. Our rabbit found, my companion 
again took up his gun and posted himself on a 
tiny rise in the path along the beckside» watching 
where Rough was working. It was, perhaps, three 
minutes before, with a rush, a rabbit broke cover 
from a tangle of grass right about our heads ; veiled 
with bushes as the hillside was, the shot seemed 
almost an imposdble one, but it was essayed. The 
dull sheen of a clouded sun dwelt upon the slender 
uplifted double tube of sted ; the muscles of the 
lean face bending towards the stock of polished 
wood stiffened ; his keen eye seemed to flash from 
trigger-lock to sight, and, passing through the thin 
air, lighted upon the little animal — gray, with white 
underparts showing as with strenuous haste it 
trod, perchance for the last time, the well remem- 
bered smoot among the tussocks. The glance 
seemed scarce to have reached the rabbit ere, with 
a sharp explosion, a tongue of flame spurted from 
the bright steel chamber. The dead gray stems of 

300 



Digitized by 



Google 



SPORT AMONG THE FELLS 

grass crushed and broke as the quivering body 
stumbled, checked, then rolled over and over 
down the slope. The next rabbit stole softly down 
the hedgeside when wc had moved to the limit of 
the brae. Rough, ranging beyond the fence, was 
having our keenest attention as he hunted and 
whimpered round a dense clump of alders. I was 
standing some yards back, when I heard and 
located the stealthy rustle. My call, * Mark, this 
side the fence !' brought the gun round promptly ; 
but the rabbit cast all attempts at stealth to the 
wind, and scampered straight in our direction. 
In a moment it was so near the gun that a shot 
would have blown it to pieces. But when it came 
within a couple of yards, the furred one whisked 
sharply into a smoot through the hedge, and, 
without again showing itself, found harbour. Its 
escape was deserved for the sharpness of its 
manoeuvre. 

After this Rough's chases began to take him 
fiirther afield, and sometimes he ran quite out of 
our sight : we could hear his grand voice going 
away along the hidden fields. But his journey- 
ings were fruitless. If the scents he was follow- 
ing were fresh, the rabbits merely ran a circle 
over the tussocky grass before taking to the 
depths of the warrens. Yet his courage never 
faltered, and he returned to search new brakes of 
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bramble and hazel with never-failing patience. 
Sundry calls and whistles brought him within 
reach, and, as no other way of getting him away 
from the cop^nce offered success, the leash was put 
on, and away he trotted quietly by my side. But 
on the outskirts of the woods he was set at liberty 
again, and marked the period by immediately 
rousing a somnolent rabbit in the hedgerow across 
the brook. With glee he chased it up and down, 
but Bunny did not intend to seek the open. We 
could hear the crackling of dead twigs as it dashed 
about the dense tangle ,and Rough's quivering body 
showed us where approximately it was ; but though 
up and down the hedge it ran, the sharpest eye 
could not sight it Rough never despaired till the 
rabbit got into some burrow and scent ^led. In 
answer to our call, he then left the hedgeade, and 
was trotting across the stony bed of the rivulet 
towards us when several wide-mouthed burrows 
attracted his attention. In a flash he was struggling 
into the dark depths, his voice coming back in 
strange muflled tones as he, scarce a yard within, 
came to passes so narrow that even his small white 
body could not advance. In and out, every time 
with more red soil adhering to his fine coat, right 
and left, he visited each hole in turn, settling 
down at last to scratch a way into the wider 
tunnel. His voice seemed to be constantly ringing 
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the entreaty, *Why, why don't you come out?* 
but the rabbits, shivering in their furthest recesses, 
did not respond to the urgent cry. 

Finding anything short of violence useless to 
remove the beagle, we * left him alone in his glory ' 
and returned to the farm. 

* I wish Rough would be coming,' said my com- 
panion a few minutes later, after settling the 
routes for himself and the other gun for the rest 
of the day, and even as he spoke the beagle 
scrambled through the lower bars of the fold gate. 
Oh, where was the pretty coat of this morning ! 
It was damp, and the sandy soil was smeared over 
every hair, while muzzle and paws were clotted 
with light red mud. But Rough's work had been 
so good that nothing could be alleged for a few 
such minor indiscretions as this. 

The leash was put on, and we left the fermyard. 
We struck in a different direction this time, fol- 
lowing the course of the little stream. Here and 
there alders spring from the water's edge, and 
beneath their shade rabbits are fairly sure to be 
found. My companion approached with caution, 
and, before I had time to get up, fired. I saw the 
rabbit roll over, but, acting on instructions, did not 
cross the stream to pick it up. Two score yards 
lower down, just where the beck ripples from its 
shady pools down a long shelving shale, a party of 
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rabbits were feeding in fancied security. The gun 
was levelled, and, as the released Rough gave 
tongue in wilful glee, two short flashes and reports 
heralded two more successful shots. Not a miss 
yet to this gun. The long flats were unproductive 
of sport, but after a while we came to where the 
bluflls, standing some yards back from the water, 
were adorned with a sprinkling of gorse. 

* We're sure to have some fim here,' said my 
gun, * when Rough begins to rustle the whins.' 

When my companion had taken up a position 
on the brink of the rise commanding its whole 
breast, I let the beagle go. For a few minutes he 
ravaged fruitlessly about — ^ not at home ' at every 
seat and smoot Suddenly Rough, in a ranging 
rush, balked. There was something alive in a 
whin in front of it. One moment its eyes scanned 
the tangle, and located the rabbit more closely ; 
next it turned its head, to assure itself that its 
master was in position ; then, with head lowered, 
it rushed into the bush. Of course Bunny bolted 
instantly, laced in and out among the remaining 
bushes, then broke into the open. A few yards 
with Rough chasing pell-mell in the rear, then the 
fugitive seemed to curl up in its mad career, and 
the dog had gripped it in a moment It was quite 
dead by the time I got up. As Rough seemed to 
be unwilling to work the whins further, we turned 

304 



Digitized by 



Google 



SPORT AMONG THE FELLS 

aside, crossing the stream and climbing the steep 
bank beyond. 

We crossed the crest and took the lee of the 
hedge for some way, till a gap where another fence 
struck at right angles presented a chance for 
another shot. Turning to the left, we approached 
the best series of whins on the whole shooting. 
But here luck deserted us. Rough, hunting 
among the long storm-broken grass, roused a 
* sitter ' to flight, and pursued. He was a beagle : 
calls and whistles did not check him in full chase, 
and his quarry leapt up quite out of range. 
Rough's alarming notes had their expected efFect. 
When wc came to the edge of the whins, we could 
hear him *towrowing' at an unseen distance among 
the bushes, and there was not a rabbit to be seen. 
Nor did the partridge, of which for years a covey 
had inhabited a corner of the next field, appear. 
We called at several likely places on our return 
journey to the farm, but every animal was secure 
in its burrow, and Rough's most agonized searches 
of hedge-bottoms and becksides was of no avail. 

When the morning's bag was reckoned up, wc 
found that nineteen rabbits in all had fallen to our 
share — not bad for a farm where no kind of pre- 
serving is carried on, and for a district where 
poachers are not scarce. 
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III. A Winter Day's Sport 

At sunrise on a summer morning the dewy grass 
shows where wild game has passed during the 
hours^ of darkness ; but, though eloquent, these 
signs speak a language unknowable to the casual 
observer, and you rarely meet a man so talented 
as to be able to say with certainty what species 
have brushed these moist tracks, whose perception 
is keen enough to note the difference between the 
traces of rabbit and hare, and who can tell what 
winged occupant of the preserve alighted here and 
there. It is only after a thick fall of snow that 
Nature reveals itself by footprints to anyone who 
can enjoyably spend an hour or two in the frosty 
air. 

Three inches of snow masked meadow, moor, 
and mountain, and showed through the acres of 
leafless coppice. The gamekeeper had prepared 
for a long tramp, and we proposed to accompany 
him part of his journey. Though well advanced 
in middle life, he could still outstride us juniors on 

306 



Digitized by 



Google 



SPORT AMONG THE FELLS 

the rougher ground, while abrupt ascent or descent, 
or progress through tangled heather or thicket, 
taxed him far less than us. As we had the run of 
the shooting, we took guns with us on even our 
shortest jaunts ; for though game was not abundant 
(measured by so many head an acre), there was 
often a curious animal or bird to be got for pre- 
servation. In the lane the snow crunched pleasantly 
beneath our passing feet ; but when we began to 
cross the meadows travelling became heavy, for 
clods of snow, three inches or so thick, adhered to 
our boots at every stride. The keeper alone 
stepped with ease, and we groaned to hear him 
say that he had taken the precaution to oil the 
soles of his boots at starting. Our progress was 
so slow now that we readily agreed to his pushing 
on, leaving us to follow at our leisure. We 
touched the first wall a little below its junction 
with the boundary of the woods. The smooth 
surface of the field was dotted with long lines of 
footprints. Rabbits and hares had, in the few 
hours which had elapsed since the cessation of the 
storm, been afoot, and here and there little cavities 
showed where wandering animals had nosed their 
way through to a few succulent plants available for 
food. The morning, which had been somewhat 
dark so far, brightened as the day approached ; a 
stronger light seemed to be spreading along the 
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valley-sides, and the mists which had dimmed the 
distant lowlands b^an to rise and recede seawards. 
At about seven o'clock full day had come, though 
the sun still tarried ; a rosy light was visible even 
over the head of the great fellside on which we 
were. The scene was one in which wide snow- 
fidds and dense woodlands, shaggy coppices and 
huge naked rocks, made splendid contrasts ; while 
the ice-covered pools in the valley beneath took 
on all the varying, ever-changing tints of the sky 
above. 

My companion had eyes for other things than 
the exquisite beauty of our surroundings, and as 
I turned I noticed that he was intently looking at 
a trail which wound sumlessly in and out among 
the bushes fringing the main wood. The tracks 
were deep in the snow— obviously, the animal was 
of more than the usual weight of the woodland 
denizens ; the prints were joined, as though the 
foot that made them was not lifted high, but, 
rather, shuffled from one contact to another. What 
was it ? Last year, the keeper told us, there had 
been rumour through the country^de that some 
strange animal occupied the Cr^gside woods. 
This was the first sign we had had of the mysterious 
visitant. The footprints were deep, the marks 
were connected : a closer look showed that the 
spoor was that of a small plantigrade — the badger. 
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Here and there in the open rides we came across 
labyrinths of footprints : the badger had wan- 
dered through one clearing, the tiny paws of the 
squirrel had pattered along the snow at another 
place — see where his tail had brushed aside a little 
ruffle of snow as he passed along. But most of 
our judgments as to what birds had been present 
were mere speculation ; and in a short time even 
my enthu^astic friend took his eyes from the 
evidences of past presences to look through the 
groves and up the hillsides for those creatures 
of which glimpses were now and agsun to be had. 
Wild pheasants in their brave plumage called as 
they ran out of sight or flew up among the trees, 
a jay screamed as it winged away, and here and 
there a magpie chattered. Craigside Woods hold 
game, but much feathered vermin finds home there. 
It is impossible for the keeper to keep their 
numbers down without help. Think of an area 
three miles long and five miles wide^ — ^woods, 
moor, fell, and dale — in the chat^e of one man, 
and he hampered by having to rear a thousand 
pheasants per season. The smaller birds hop 
sadly from twig to twig, dislodging tiny puffs of 
snow every time they perch. They, poor things ! 
suffer during this sort of weather severely, not 
only from want of food, but from the persecutions 
of buzzards and sparrow-hawks and others of the 
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falcon kind At other seasons the lesser birds are 
able, by reason of corresponding so closely in 
colour with their environment, to escape serious 
diminution, but now, when everything is backed 
by white, there is no such protection. Indirectly 
to-day the hawks' keenness for harrying brings 

them little good, as both J and myself are 

able to get good shots and effective. Viewed 
closely, alive and dead, the sparrow-hawk is a 
neat bird; its gray-brown and white feathers 
harmonize quiedy and well, and the poise of the 
body and wings, when alive, are pretty. Then, the 
speed at which they pounce down on a bird they 
have selected is worth watching. In the dense 
larch coppice we hear the cooing of many cushats, 
but they do not come in sight. In the very 
darkest dell a rowan-tree has established itself, and 
on its slender branches still hang a few clusters of 
what were in autvimn bright golden berries, but 
which by this have lost their lustre. But the tree 
is alive with the forms of birds, which keep up a 
low cuttering the while they strip the fruit from 
the swaying stems. 

Beyond the dark wood is a narrow belt of fiirze 
and cevins ; and at our entering into this domain 
there is a tremendous rushing of wings as a covey 
of grouse takes the air just out of effective range. 
The moor-birds on the most exposed shootings 
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regxilarly at the approach of the winter famine 
migrate temporarily to lower and more fruitful 
grounds. The next incident was the crossing, 
within a hundred yards of us, of a fox. It leapt 
out of the wood, and, dodging through the whins, 
was away for its distant borran [pile of stones] 
before we had time to move. But as it crossed the 
hollow in which we were standing we had a good 
view. At a steady gallop the redskin skimmed 
along, nor seemed barely to touch the frozen snow; 
at the edge of the ravine he hesitated a moment, 
then in two bounds was down the declivity, and 
nimbly balancing himself on a boulder in the bed 
of the ghyll. Here he hardly seemed to pause to 
gather his limbs beneath his body, but without 
sign of effort jumped well on to the steep bank 
opposite. As he r^ained the level of the moor, 
he resumed the swinging stride which mayhap had 
during the night carried him a dozen miles away. 
The wan sunlight was now streaming over the 
great scaur on our right ; on every foot of the 
many miles within sight frost spangles glittered ; 
the river pools gleamed like polished silver. On 
the higher ground the wind had piled many drifts; 
every rock was plastered white; every bed of 
heather which had resisted the wind's sweep was 
swamped in it. Yet from many a long spit of 
even grass the hindering mantle had been swept, 
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and we walked with more ease than at any part of 
our journey. To break the death-like stillness of 
a frozen moor any sound is welcome — the croak 
of a raven, the bleating of a stray sheep, or the 
wild skirl of a heron or curlew. It was the first- 
named sound which attracted our attention. No 
such bird was visible ; the sound seemed to come 
from over the hillock we were ascending. In a 
few seconds the bird of ill-omen was viewed 
by the beckside, busy at some carrion meaL 
* Quietly/ whispered my companion. * I want a 
raven for my collection.' The dusky one was so 
intent upon satisfying its appetite that we got 
well within range before it rose. We -had both 

prepared to fire, though J was to have first 

shot. I kept my eye on the big bird slowly 
gaining its r^ular flight, speed, and rhythm ; my 
friend hesitated — perhaps, as he afterwards said, 
he was in the midst of a shivering bout, and did 
not care to risk a miss. Probably it was in 
despair that he discharged one barrel at last in the 
direction of what was fast becoming a quickly- 
moving black dot on the white mountainside; 
but the result was startling. There was a sharp 
rustle of snow, a crisp crackle of heather branchlets, 
and a covey of fine grouse shot away, keeping low 
as they went. They, however, did not get oflF 
without paying toll, as both my ready barrels got 
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home, and J 's single chamber brought down 

a bird. Habit, I suppose, made me exchange the 
empty shells for full ones at panic speed (con- 
sidering the numbness of my ungloved hands), 
but the habit was justified by results. The noise 
of the routed grouse started the whole stock of 
game in the dell: a stray rabbit scurried away 
towards the warren five hundred feet lower down 
— the choke barrel stopped it, just as I feared 
distance was going to bring immunity ; a pair 
of snipe whirring up from a sphagnum morass got 
my other shot. The eflTect was somewhat curious, 
for both birds fluttered away at a slow, painful 
pace, evidently hard stricken. The cock-bird 
came to earth sixty yards away, but the other, 
after a period in which it seemed likely to fall, 
gradually regained its customary wing-power, and 
we saw it no more. A curlew shot wailing up- 
wards, several plovers added their querulous cries, 
and long after we had passed from the glen the 
excited bird-calls rang through the clear air. 

Meanwhile, scrambling on hands and knees up 
the stiflTest parts, we had scaled a slack between 
two precipices, and by dint of hard work reached 
the summit of the mountain. This was not a 
very great height, yet commanded an extensive 
outlook. To northward lay a rolling moor, its 
white expanse broken here and there by gray, 
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where the heather was only partly buried in the 
snow, by sharp-cut lines of occa^onal larch planta- 
tions, or by blurs of clustering cevins. Beyond, 
against the brilliant blue of the sunlit winter sky, 
stood a great disconnected sea of mountains, their 
pure white garb varied by irregular blue-black 
masses — great clifis on which the snow could find 
no lodgment. Through the glasses, however, the 
cliffs were broken up by snow-floored gullies and 
rock-splits, and traversing ledges carrying fleecy 
loads, till it seemed as if a white lacework had 
been drawn across the bold steeps. One peak 
stood out from the sea of mountains, lording it 
over a series of minor but rugged hills. On both 
sides, deep below, were snow-bound valleys, and 
in the distance, dark and leaden, beyond the 
brightening power of the winter sun, the sea. On 
isolated shoulders of the moors one or two bright 
dots showed mountain tarns not yet frozen com- 
pletely over, and like ribbons of silver the main 
streams wound down the valleys. On this upland 
the air was still, and hardly a sound came to our 
ears. At any other season the rivulets dashing 
and fretting down their rocky courses would have 
been easily heard, but now they were firozen. At 
any other season the numerous sheep grazing 
about the hills and slopes would have sent up 
occasional bleats ; but these were now far away — 
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driven to the valleys on the approach of winter. 
Gone, too, were the hawks and ravens and foxes, 
and the other wild creatures of the uplands, nearer 
to the haunts of men, where the means of sub- 
sistence were procurable. 

Our glasses ranged over the wide area in view : 
little dots in far-off meadows enlarged into men 
and animals, the shepherd dragging the small hay- 
ration from the stackyard to his flock, the other 
servants doing the various offices of the farms. 
One house seemed to be the rendezvous for men 
and dogsslowly dragging across snow-covered fields. 
When a small crowd had collected, we watched it 
leave the fermyard and strike into the belt of 
larches, above which, somewhat scattered, it 
appeared, moving faster and apparently without 
any canine following. Instandy it came to me 
what was occurring — we were witnessing one of 
the ruthless informal fox-chases for which the 
district is famous. A fox had been plundering 
hen-roosts in its bloodthirsty fashion. A pack of 
canines — collies, hounds, bobtails, cross -breds, 
terriers, of all denominations and sizes, anything 
that could scent and run — had been collected, put 
on the red-hot trail, and were now streaming 
somewhere in front of those careering dots, pur- 
suing the redskin, who, after a night's blood 
orgie, was at a terrible disadvantage. But, though 
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again and again we swept the bare hillside with 
our glasses, the scratch pack eluded our vision, 
and it was not till they had gone some two miles 
that we detected them, A number of restlessly 
moving dots was dashing about a big borran or 
moraine of stones in which, seemingly, the fox had 
taken refuge. They were almost opposite us, 
across the gulf of the dale, and in full sight We 
watched the men come up at their best speed and 
examine the heap of stones. Apparently the 
chief entrance was on the side nearer us, as they 
clustered mainly in that direction. Man after 
man knelt down among the snow, and through 
the still air came faint echoes of their shouts en- 
couraging the terriers presumably at work deep 
below. But now the men come away from 
Reynard's fastness, and we watch anxiously to see 
him, worried by his enemies, make a bolt for life. 
But this he does not do, and a few minutes later a 
figure detaches itself fi'om the group and moves 
swiftly along the ridge, disappearing from ken near 
the top of a sharp p^k. His conu^des stand idly 
about the borran, save one or two who return to 
the opening among the rocks to egg on the imseen 
terriers. It is quite a long time before the man 
we watched away returns with what appears to be 
a stick in his hand — a crowbar, by means of which 
the stones of the fox's fortress will be prised 
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asunder. Instantly the whole company is at 
work, two working the lever, the others throwing 
out the stones dislodged. Ten minutes' frenzied 
labour sees a huge gap in the heap of stones ; there 
is a sudden movement among the men ; their dogs, 
which have been lying in odd hollows in the snow, 
cast themselves into the group ; the air is rent with 
a wild yell Then all is peace to us, but an 
oscillating, tearing patch of dog-flesh marks where 
Reynard's carcase is being fought for. * Chopped 
at a borran' is the fate of many a redskin 
wanderer of great and evil repute among the 
mountains. 

We have stood so long watching the events 
of this fierce hunt that our limbs (unbeknown to 
our excited selves) have long been gripped by 
the frosty air ; our attempts at walking bring 
excruciating pains, which gradually lose sting, 
however, as the stagnant blood is forced through 
the veins of leg and arm and shoulder. 

We had completely banished our chill, and were 
walking along the hillside, gradually trending 
downwards, when I was surprised to note a little 
mountain tarn almost at our feet. So close en- 
folded was it in the swelling ridges that we had 
not suspected its existence. But pleasure was 
added to the scene by the fact that on a small 
patch of unfirozen water were several dark moving 
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bodies — water-fowl of some sort inviting a stalk. 
We turned abruptly down the slope, going for to 
the right in order not to disturb our game. 
When beneath the level of the tarn, we turned 
into a dell, where ratded a meagre rivulet — the 
escaping surplus from the lakelet above. In the 
shelter of this watercourse we hoped to get within 
shooting distance, but after a hundred yards we 
had had enough of the scramble. The gully was 
floored with huge boulders, which, now sheeted 
with snow and ice, presented slippery faces in 
every direction, and every foot and handhold 
had to be carefully scraped. The problem which 
Anally baffled us was to compass a pool occupying 
the whole width of the ravine, while from its 
brink the cliffs rose sheer, presenting not a vestige 
of hold. I tried a dozen methods to circumvent 
the cornice, but foiled. It was quite anxious work 
descending the ice-sheathed rocks, but after some 
twenty minutes we were on the whitened hillside 
ag^n, gready chagrined that the ducks were to 
escape. I persisted that another approach to the 
tarnside more feasible than the river-bed might be 
found. It was in half-despair that we skirted the 
ridge bounding the tarn-basin, but in a minute or 
two my companion, whose high spirits had been 
somewhat dashed by our failure, jerked my arm. 
Carefully reconnoitring from the shelter of a 
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summit, he had noticed a shallow furrow in the 
snow which promised an approach. It did not 
take more than five minutes for us to reach its 
depths, when we found that the hollow reached 
quite down to the water's edge, and that our 
advance would in large measure be covered by 
boxilders and dense bushes. We were within fifty 
yards of the water when all shelter was passed ; in 
front lay an unwrinkled drift. I opined that, by 
crawling along to where a low wall had been 
erected for more luxurious and leisurely shooters, 
we would be able to get to the waterside. It was 
chilly work and tedious : care, above alJ, had to be 
taken of our guns, for a speck of snow in the 
barrel might mean a dangerous burst. Anyhow, 
half fi*ozen to the elbow, we had almost worked to 
our desired haven before the sounds of duck came 
to our ears. The birds were feeding in the next 
bay to that we were so toilsomely approaching, 
and our present goal would be of little use to 
shoot from. Therefore we patiently skirted the 
snow-filled wall and got to the side of a little 

ridge dividing their bay from ours. J was 

in advance, and moved so incautiously that he 
had exposed his presence to the birds before I got 
near. I heard a sharp clan-call, a splashing and a 
rustling of wings, and the flock, I knew, were away. 

J fired twice, and, leaping forward — caution 
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was useless now — I espied the birds in time to 
add a shot However, only one bird fell, and it 
lay on the thin ice edging the water. To retrieve 
it was a task requiring great nicety of movement, 
and after many ^ures the ice immediately round 
the body was separated from the sounder surface, 
and floated to within reach of a rock not far from 
the side. This trophy secured, we were again 
afoot. 

The day which broke so fair and bright was 
now becoming cloudy ; the mists gradually crept 
into the distant mount^ns, and descended to one 
peak after another, till it became apparent that 
the ground on which we were standing would ere 
long be enveloped in shifting gray. This was 
the more disquieting because we had rambled far 
from the direction we had intended, and a lofty 
ridge stood between us and our home. It was 
imperative that we should pass this before the 
clouds fell so far, so up we climbed, making for 
where we thought the path to our valley lay. 
Long ere we reached the crest of the slope the 
dusky masses had &llen around us, and we walked 
in semi-darkness. At first we could still see some 
fifty yards through the creeping mist; then it 
closed down further, and everything beyond a 
radius of a score yards was blotted out. When, 
however, the breeze began to be filled with fine 
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snowflakes, this tiny circle was narrowed till my 
comrade, two gun-lengths away, was little more 
than a darker shadow. We tramped upwards for 
forty minutes ; then the slope changed direction 
— we had passed the ridge, evidently — and we 
turned to the left. Some half-hour later we 
judged that we should be in the proximity of 
our path and clear of the cliff, so we attempted 
very, very cautiously a descent The slope was 
steep, and careful stepping was required to guard 
against slipping. We had perhaps ventured thirty 
yards, when the angle of descent became dangerous, 

and I called a halt. J asserted that our valley 

was right below, and we would soon get to less 
abrupt ground. I had my doubts as to the latter 
point, and emphatically refused to risk reaching 
home by way of a three-hundred-foot drop down 

the rocks. We argued the point ; then J gave 

way. Further and further to our left we patrolled 
without much success, then rested a moment in 
the whirling snow. We were inordinately puzzled 
as to our whereabouts, for we had expected to find 
here a wide, easily-falling sweep of hillside instead 
of a rocky precipice. 

*Why, we must have been wandering in a 
circle !' 

Yes, there, not ten yards below, the thickening 
mantle of snow had not yet completely blurred 
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our footprints of half an hour agone. We were 
surprised indeed. Now carefully checking our 
progress at every few paces, we soon came to 
easier ground, and at last reached the mountain- 
path we were in search of It was level with 
snow, and somewhat bad to follow, yet it served 
to shortly bring us below the clouds. A thin 
snow-shower was passing up the valley, dimming 
the distance, but this was soon over and the 
sun shone out anew. But the clouds clung to 
the upper slopes of our mountain for the rest of 
the day. 

Our bag weighed somewhat heavily ere we 
covered the three miles to our quarters, but we 
regretted this little. When we came below the 
clouds, the first living thing in sight was a raven, 
next a curlew, and then a flock of wild-swans 
swooping down to some unfrozen marsh. After 
this we cleared the snow carefully from our gun- 
barrels, and nothing more important than a black- 
bird was seen. 
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IV, On the Frozen Meres 

Day after day the cold increased. The lake-shore 
was fringed with ice ; in the thin sere woods the 
trodden leaves crackled crisp underfoot. Then 
one morning the landscape was blotted out with 
a slow whirl of white, hastened by scarce a breath 
of wind. It was delightful to climb up to the 
moor as the white fleece piled up by inches. The 
larch-wood at a hundred yards was a dim meaning- 
less shadow, yet we discovered unexpected beauties. 
During the night the snowfall ceased ; the moon 
set as the day broke. A freezing breeze crept 
over the miles of snow, and, as it met tarn or 
beck, congealed their surfaces. On the broad lake 
the ice-sheet thus encouraged spread even at the 
height of noon, while after the sun set, and while 
the bright silent stars looked down, the frost 
realm extended apace. 

Next morning the air was dear. Miles upon 
miles of white mountain-slopes extended along 
the horizon ; woods and fields alike ^ere buried 
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in snow. Everything seemed pure against the 
steel blue of the ice-bound lake, or the lighter 
blue out there where the ducks disported in water 
as yet unapproached by Winter's fetters. The ice, 
though in places sound, was still unsafe where 
the tiny mountain streams poured in. Yet, with 
caution, we skated on mile after mile, the sound 
of steel now ringing through the snow-floored 
woodland rides, now echoing away across the wide 
area of ice as we ventured further from shore. 
An island was now in front, crowned with dark 
spruces save on the north-west comer, where 
many centuries ago some Norseman cleared a 
space for his habitation. The erection had gone 
long before the earliest histories were written, but 
the location was proved by the stray scraps of 
iron which the builder had used to bind the 
rough timbers together. As we swing along the 
smooth ice, always keeping outside the narrow 
snow-covered ribbon, we think of the Norseman's 
iron mdls, then of the bloomoies (small smelting 
frimaces) established by these shores centuries 
later imder the supervision of the Abbot of 
Furness — in days when it was profitable to bring 
the iron ore to the woods to be purified with 
charcoal The industry seems not yet to be 
extinct, for as we glide round a rocky naze into a 
large bay, the fmnt breeze carries into our faces 
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a pungent burden of wood-smoke. And there 
ahead are half a dozen eddying columns rising 
from as many pyres. 

Charcoal - burning is still an active industry 
in several of our old-world countrysides. The 
coppices are allowed to grow for fifteen years, 
at the end of which, the chief stems being some 
four inches thick, they are felled. The wood- 
cutters divide the trunks into short sections, 
which are peeled of their bark, and 1^ while 
still moderately green in cone-shaped piles, hollow 
to provide for a draught. When the cone is 
completed it is thatched with turf, all air being 
excluded except fi-om the centre, where the fire 
is kindled. When this has thoroughly got * hod,' 
as the woodsmen say, the ventilating - shaft is 
dosed. 

The fire within now smovdders away^ throwing 
oflF dense volumes of smoke through the inter- 
stices of the sods. Thus the oven will go on for 
several days, during which period conwderable 
vigilance is required. At times, fanned by the 
wind, the buried fire gains power, and, if not duly 
checked, is apt to burn through the coating of 
sods and send out a ruddy tongue of flame. This 
activity causes a chemical change, rendering the 
contents of the oven valueless as charcoal. To 
prevent these outbreaks, the charcoal-burner keeps 
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on hand a number of damp sods, which he places 
as required upon overheated p<nnts. The other 
extreme, preventing sufficient ventilation, is 
quickly marked by a decreasing spiral of smoke, 
noting which the burner simply removes a turf 
or two from the covering of the pile till the fire 
has regained power and heat 

A call brings the charcoal-burner outside the 
rough hut of poles and brushwood from which he 
is watching his fires. In a few minutes our dcates 
are off and we are climbing the steep to him. He 
says that since our last visit two of his ovens have 
died out ; combustion has ceased, and a quantity 
of charcoal is fairly won. From this open-fronted 
hut — he has several, to protect him from changes 
of the wind — he can see every fire* * Fm 
frightened that one there is going to get into 
a low [flicker of flame],' he says as, sod in hand, 
he goes to the cone in question. The man speaks 
in a grand native dialect, without pride or apology 
in his words — a burly man in middle life, tanned 
and weather-beaten, roughly but warmly dressed 
and shod. In his face is the good humour of a 
heart where reigns perennial spring ; his voice is 
frill and resonant ; his eye beams with health and 
the contentment of outdoor life. 

He is loath to speak of the romance of his own 
life. * Nay, nay,' he will reiterate, * there's naught 
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new in the woods. Year after year goes, and 
not an alteration, save that coppices spring and 
are felled, and men grow older/ But he can be 
more easily drawn to speak of Lanty Slee, the 
last known illicit distiller among the mountains, 
and how he oft escaped capture ; of the many 
* mains ' of cock - fighting still to be seen from 
the retirement of a charcoal-burner's hut. The 
Hermit of the Woods forty year^ ago was a 
friend of John's, and he still treasures an oak 
staff which that curious character presented him. 
A broad spiral of black, perhaps 'done with 
smoke,' as Friend John thinks, decorates it, 
proving that the Hermit was not without know- 
ledge of some secret crafts. 

The charcoal-burner is a keen naturalist in his 
way. It was John who for a number of years 
held to the statement that the badger frequented 
our lonelier woods. His observation is now con- 
clusively proved, and to-day he shows us a dell 
where a plantigrade has been recently afoot. * I 
heard a wild swan whooping this morning/ he 
adds with marked satisfaction. * There's a stiffish 
frost astir when they come so low.' But the 
charcoal-burner's craft he will say little of, and 
what wonder, if he cannot r^se enthusiasm on 
it ? For hours during the recent snowfall he was 
patrolling round his fires, checking this and 
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encouraging that to greater heat. Even now, 
in his airy tepee of brush, he is at the same 
moment chilled with the frosty 9ir and warmed 
with the fierce heat of the fire whereon a battered 
black kettle is beginning to boil preparatory to 
the noonday meal. 

During summer, he states, the life is grand. 
For weeks on end John camps in the woods, 
a free gipsy. A flitch of bacon, a bag of flour, 
are provision for a month. If the woodsman 
needs variety, there are plenty of trout to be 
caught with a night-line in the nearby streams. 
It is in late autumn and early winter that the 
charcoal-burner is most busy. His wreaths of 
smoke climb upward from the bare spaces once 
occupied by flourishing woodlands. The march 
of the seasons in the woods and by the lake is 
closely noted by John, whose naturalist ear notes 
which birds trill and which are silent, whose eye 
sees the coming and going of the migrants. The 
pipits and the thrushes leave the moors and the 
bushes, the wagtails the watersides, and in their 
places, from the far north-east, come the snow- 
bunting and the fieldfare and various species of 
duck. 

John is now ready to patrol his circle of fires. 
By the side of the first, however, we pause a 
moment, for it is laid on the flat crest of a sharp 
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rock-spur. To right and left the slopes are bleak 
and dismal ; the mask of snow cannot hide the 
scar of the woodcutter, the stumps of sapling oak 
and hazel and ash. At our feet the lake extends, 
a long narrow sheet, its head fer away in the lap of 
the snowy mountains. Three more of the charcoal- 
ovens are on this level. John strides on ahead 
through the clinging snow, and is attending to the 
second fire by the time we reach it. Between this 
and the third we cross a small brook just below a 
waterfall. John says that the scene from this point 
was a favourite with the Hermit of the Woods, 
who on more than one occa^on painted it But 
we are perhaps more interested in the doings of a 
tiny dipper which, alarmed at our presence, flirts 
hither and thither about the pool beneath the 
fosse. One moment it dives, to reappear right 
among the frothing, tumbling waters. Next it 
dances about a snow-covered stone almost level 
with the pool. Finally, with an impatient trill, 
it wings its way upstream to where strangers do 
not pry. 

John, like other wood and dale dwellers, cannot 
understand the greatness of that philosopher 
(John Ruskin) who for so many years was his 
neighbour. The musings and wanderings of that 
master mind were beyond him ; yet, if the mind 
was incomprehensible, I think the man was 
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frequently understood. John teUs one stoiy 
which cannot be too often repeated. One hard 
winter a labourer, having to provide for a large 
family, went to the Master of Brantwood to seek 
some little job till the frost broke. The Professor 
received the man kindly, and, after giving him a 
meal, took him to a little flat just above the level 
of the lake. * Dig here,' he said. The man got 
tools and commenced work, and for several days 
he kept on digging. When the hole got too 
deep for him to throw the soil and stones out, he 
got a ladder and a bucket, and so kept on, bringing 
up the loose stuff in driblets. At last, when he 
had got down some thirty feet, he reached bed- 
rock. He then went up to Brantwood, and 
reported the circumstance to the Professor, who 
returned with him to the lake-shore. The great 
man looked into the dark hole a moment, then 
tiu^ncd to the labourer, and said : * Very good ; 
fill it up again.* John, the charcoal-burner, can 
think of no reason for the Professor's strange 
fancy, but he applauds the action, for it kept the 
poor labourer at work during a long spell of frost, 
and prevented the poignant misery which * out of 
work ' entails on such a man's family. 

As John concluded his simple story we came to 
the last of the ovens, and here we parted, the 
charcoal-burner to return to his vigil-hut on the 
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rocky spur, we to resume our skates for the five 
miles' homeward journey. 

A year later I was in the neighbourhood of a 
large and somewhat inaccessible mountain tarn. 
A spell of dry frost had set in, and as yet no snow 
had fallen. On the first evening of my sojourn I 
left my lodgings about six o'clock ; it was quite 
dark in the hollow, and where the trees thronged 
I had difficulty in keeping on the open road. In 
ten minutes I had emerged from the lower ground^ 
and was striding along a moorland road, crossing a 
tongue of high ground which divided upper and 
lower valleys. The stars shone bright above, the 
r^ment of massive fells bounding the dale was 
capped with frost-rime almost as pure as snow ; 
here and there, contrast to the swelling, soaring 
contours, were tumbled rocky bields ; a hundred 
yards beneath my path, at the foot of a steep slope 
covered with tangled frozen bracken, rattled the 
stream in its bouldery course. The great gulf of 
the dale ahead was filled with a gray gloom, which 
the tiny lamps of heaven could not dispel. My 
path gradually descended to the level of the stream, 
fording here and there courses from which the 
torrents had ebbed. A crash and a tinkle of 
shivering ice told me when I met these skeletons 
of former greatness. I had got three miles up the 
dale, and had banished by exercise the cold from 
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my limbs, before I came to my objective. A single 
stone arch spanned a rock-chasm at the bottom of 
which a deep pool churned and gurgled. So deep 
was the dusk reigning here that only when an 
upspringing jet caught the vagrant starlight could 
I accurately determine the depth. Here and there, 
in the recesses of the rocks, the spray had formed 
huge icicles ; one was shaped, as it seemed to me, 
like the fantastic wraith of an enormous man. 
From this bridge I had intended to return, but 
ultimately decided, as there was plenty of time, to 
go forward some little way. I walked sharply — 
the freezing air permitted no loitering — and, 
between a couple of big boulders, rounded the 
comer, and in a few minutes was out in a level 
hollow. 

The scene in front was quite the wildest I have 
met with : save the stream gurgling over a bed of 
shingles, there was scarce a sound to be heard. 
The folded flocks were silent, the ' low, continuous 
murmurings ' of the fellside torrents were hu^ed, 
the very air was held in a frosty stillness. But 
the sky — here at last was a clear view to where 
the primrose of the aurora gleamed and faded 
and gleamed anew. The whitened mountain- 
peaks seemed rimmed mth a wandering, golden 
irradiance for a moment ; then the hues died away, 
leaving a chilling aspect before my eyes* East- 
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ward, lo ! along the hiJl-tops ran a line of fire, 
and the sky above was glowing. Moonrise! 
Now backward to quarters as smartly as foot can 
spurn the iron road. 

Next morning, skates in hand, we took the 
direction of the mountain tarn. For nearly two 
miles our way held up a side-valley, in which were 
two or three sheep-farms. Here the shepherds 
were at work carrying huge bundles of hay to 
their flocks. Now we reached the open moor. 
The fi-ost-rime lay thick on every blade of grass, 
and as we climbed higher the air seemed to turn 
colder. The path was so littered with loose stones 
that we shortly abandoned it, and struck up the 
steep slope more directly. In half an hour we 
stood upon a shelf in the mountainside which 
commanded a full view of the glen, and of miles 
of gray-white mountains around it. The worst 
of the ascent over, we struck across the frozen 
bogs, and very shortly stood by the mountain 
tarn. Seen from the beach near its outflow, it was 
a splendid sheet of ice, without a crack or a flaw 
anywhere. Its bluish surface seemed to extend a 
great distance into the lap ot some great rocky 
bluffs. In a few seconds our skates were fixed on; 
our hands, unspoiled by the false luxury of gloves, 
were not numbed and nerveless. Despite the cold 
air circulating about us, we were distinctly warm 
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with the exertions of our brisk climb. How the 
echoes resounded the ringing sound of sted 
meeting ice ! A buzzard hawk, perched on the 
tip of a crag five hundred feet above us, took 
fright and threw itself into the air. For awhile it 
seemed as though other bird-life was absent. We 
coasted along cautiously a hundred yards to prove 
the soundness of the ice ; then, as our confidence 
rose, extended our journeyings, though still keep- 
ing on the lower section of the tarn. The only 
island on this water is a small outcropping patch 
of rock, without a bush, but the inland home and 
breeding^place of a family of gulls. We skated 
out to this and passed around it So far we had 
not seen the trace of a skate-track ; we were the 
pioneers here, and, if I knew the dalesmen aright, 
no other skaters were likely to enjoy this delight. 
Fully satisfied as to our security, we now set 
out to skate right round the sheet of ice, my friend 
leading. Now and again we passed over areas of 
Jack Frost's most delicate tracery in hoar: thin 
white lines joining the most elaborate little 
^ knobs ' of frost-rime, which, examined dosdy, 
bore close relation to the beautiful structure of a 
flower. There was a rabdued croaking going on 
in front ; the still air carried sound so well that 
we skated with the utmost care forward. Both of 
us hoped to see a raven and were not disaqppointed. 
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As we swept into a shallow rock-fringed bay the 
bird rose with rapid wing from his feast of 
frozen mutton. A dead sheep lay within ten 
yards of the shore, gnawed and torn by a dozen 
tribes of mountain-dwellers. Occasionally from 
a spot like this a winter wanderer may scare a 
fox, but generally Reynard eats his fill during the 
hours of darkness and in some snug corner of the 
rocky hillside above is sleeping. Our run up the 
shore of the mere was fairly rapid, but I did not 
expect our view to have changed so completely. 
We were now in the upper part of the tarn ; two 
jutting crags approached and narrowed its centre. 
The hillsides were strewn with great blocks of 
stone, tributes from the huge cliflfs overhanging 
them. A deep narrow glen ran up some way 
from the head of the tarn, then suddenly ceased 
as a mountain-front arose. Feeding in the burn 
were birds — a gaunt heron the chief. The little 
knot of wild-duck did not take alarm till we 
had run close enough to admire their gorgeous 
sheeny plumage and soft contours. At the opening 
of one bay I halted a few seconds and looked 
through the clear ice beneath me. An unseen 
current was moving a tangle of yellow water-weeds 
and, almost touching them was a large pike. A 
sharp tap on the ice with my skate sent him sheer- 
ing out into the deep waters. In shallow dubs I 
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have frequcndy seen the same thing, but not on 
large tarns. For some time we had been strildng 
in the direction of a high front of rock which rose 
sheer from the water. Its front, seared with a vdn 
of brilliant white felspar, had been a landmark to 
us. Isn't it curious to stand on a sheet of thin ice 
and look down into the inky depths? There we 
could see, for twenty feet, ledge after ledge and 
slab below slab, but not the foundation of die rock 
itself. The ice all round had been in splendid 
condition, and now we simply flew along beneath 
the frowning scaurs towards the beach we started 
from. 

Arri'^ng here, skates were doffed and we made 
down the rugged path agsun to the dale. Our 
experience had been an enviable one : there had 
not been a single drawback. The travelling was 
rugged enough to keep us warm, the skating 
glorious. When shall we have such another 
time? 
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The whole district of Craven, in North-western 
Yorkshire, is honeycombed with innumerable earth- 
chambers. Ribblesdale, Wenningdale, Wharfedale, 
and half a score of other dales named after their 
respective rivulets, are undermined and tunnelled 
for miles by the hand of Nature, and beneath their 
surfaces flow * sunless streams/ no one knows 
whither, and measureless to man. Often, in 
wandering over the mountains there, we hear voices 
and gurglings ftom torrents which never find their 
way at all to the upper world, and from out one 
cavernous mouth in the hill Whernside flows a 
stream which in flood-time washes out periodically 
old silver coins of the reign of Edward I., from 
some long-lost treasury. 

Near Giggleswick Scar is an ebbing and flowing 
well of exceedingly irregular habits. If you lay 
your ear to the ground at a certain spot in Ribbles- 
dale, you will hear how the water comes down at 
Lodore in fairyland, although not so much as a 
rivulet is to be seen outside of Robin Hood's Mill. 
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Sometimes tremendous funnels, 200 feet in depth, 
lead by a very direct route, and one which would 
take no time at all to traverse, right down upon 
these mysterious streams. Black and deep enough 
the water seems, as we peer over the edges of the 
* pot ' at it, nor does it make one at all ambitious 
for subterranean exploration. Hellen Pot, which 
contains in it an underground waterfall of no less 
than 40 feet, has been descended to the depth of 
330 feet, where the black river revolves in a quiet 
pool, and does not reappear to mortal eye for more 
than a mile. Some few of these * pots' have fish in 
them ; large black trout abound in Hurtle Pot, 
where the boggart, in rainy weather, is heard to 
threaten and fret, and are also found in less quantity 
in the chasm above it, though the upward force of 
the water is there so strong as to cast up stones of 
considerable size to the surface, and even on to the 
bank. 

These are some of the wonders within reach 
of Ingleton : Yordas Cave is perhaps the most 
wonderful of all. If you are awheel, you turn 
westward from the village to Thornton-in-Lons- 
dale. At the church here — note the ancient 
stocks still standing at the crossways for the 
punishment of mdefactors — your road turns 
northward up a formidable hill. As seen from 
the summit of this, Kingsdale presents a wild, 
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and to some folks a dreary, appearance. On the 
occasion of my visit mist-clouds hung low, and 
even the lower hills about the valley could scarce 
be seen. The lower part of the descent is easily 
rideable, and ere long you are pedalling along a 
fair moorland road. Around you belts of lime- 
stone at regular intervals seam the hillside, while 
closer are the dry brown stones of a river-bed. 
This is but one of Ingletonia's many freaks ; a 
mile back were anglers plying their craft After 
a wet period this river-bed flows with a torrent, 
but in a few hours the overplus has dwindled 
away. The becks on all the surrounding hillsides 
disappear down rock-chines as they near the dale, 
to rise to the surface again, perhaps, a couple of 
miles away. 

Opposite the first house in the valley is a notice- 
board, * Apply here to view Yordas Cave.' I 
crossed the fields to Braida Garth House in accord- 
ance. Here I found Mr. Batty willing to guide 
me, and to give me any information in his power. 
Various photos and plans of the cave were shown 
me, and it was only after an hour's interesting 
chat that we got under way. My cycle was now 
left behind, and we made * crow-drive ' for a larch- 
plantation a mile away. As we passed along the 
fields, mine host pointed out the locality of 
various Spots' on the opposite fell. Rowton 
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Pot, he assured me, was the deepest yet discovered 
among the Craven hills. From the ground to 
where its tributary rills sink out of ^ht and 
sound it descends 365 feet! It starts on the top 
of a ridge, and its bottom is 20 feet below the 
level of the stream in the valley beneath. About 
100 feet down, Mr. Batty informed me, there was 
a natural bridge across the chasm. 

After crossing the fields we reached the dale- 
road, lea^ng this at last opposite the larch planting. 
A wide gully, bristling with rocks and fairly steep, 
leads you toward shadowy sylvan recesses, and 
just as these are closing round, Mr. Batty turns to 
the left with a * Here we are/ 

In the clifF you note a receding gap where the 
stone has crumbled away. This is the entrance to 
the cave. As you approach closer, you discover 
that a way has been dug here. There are steps, 
and at the foot a cave. Standing there, awaiting 
the naphtha-lamp Mr. Batty is kindling, you hear 
the mysterious droning voice of the great giant 
Yordas calling you to beware. But when, with a 
tallow candle in your hand, you pass the opened 
gate, the great Norwegian has withdrawn, though 
signs of his recent presence are with you for a 
long time. The throat of the cavern is some 
twelve feet wide, and perhaps six to ten feet high. 
There is no crawUng to be done between dripping 

342 



Digitized by 



Google 



AMONG UNDERGROUND SCENERY 

rocks and slimy floors. But a word to anyone 
who goes cave-exploring : the mud you are foot- 
ing is very slippery, and care must be constantly 
taken to prevent downfall. 

Mr. Batty ceases swinging the guttering light 
as he stands opposite a curiously -shaped rock. 
* This is the Flitch of Bacon,* he said. Probably 
the giant was too much disturbed at our ingress 
to remove it, I thought ; but on touching it, alas 1 
it was of stone. The wily Norwegian did not 
trust Yorkshiremen or chance intruders. In rapid 
succession the Brown Bear and the Organ-Pipes 
were discovered, some distance apart, and with — 
greatest find of all — the Giant*s Hand between. 
Now I paused at all this, and pondered how such 
things could be ! Yes, surely the giant, at the 
first distant sound of our approach, had been 
grinding out a tune that his pet bear might dance 
before lum. Then, when the clashing of the 
sundered bars aroused him to his danger, with his 
left hand the full power of his patent refrigerator, 
and so instant was that power in action that Bear 
and Organ and Hand that had just left the glee- 
some turning of the handle were solidified ere 
another movement could be made. Then, as 
befits the grim ogre of a fairy domain, he 
abandoned the useless limb and fled. 

But while I am piecing the story together 
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my companion is detailing another labyrinth of 
evidence : The White Bear perilously anchored 
to an iceberg ; a lion — or is it a wolf? — ranging 
in stalactitic majesty along the cave wall. While 
Yordas was directing his circus, this stony-hearted 
beast was arguing which way the river flowed with 
a white lamb (the story is ancient, ergo the lamb 
has become an aged Homed Ram). But at the 
alarum of our approach the debate was adjourned 
sine dUy probably because the Ram took refuge 
beneath the Canopy, while his tormentor chased 
in the direction of the Chapter-House (which, 
had he had his way, would speedily have become 
a charnel-house). The next relic, Mr. Batty 
informed me in an awed voice, is the Pulpit, or 
Throne ; it is yet dinted with the impression of 
Yordas*s feet, for here he stood till the storming 
of the cave began. 

From gay to grave, from the realms of fairy- 
land to the hard facts of cave scenery, is always a 
difficult transition in such a locality as this. We 
are now standing in the Chapter-House. The 
light of the naphtha-lamp rises high, but not high 
enough to discover the roof. At a neck-tiring 
angle you watch fluted walls rising into fer-away 
darkness* How wonderful is this modelling, 
done by Nature's own forces! Water, holding 
lime in solution, trickles plentifully down the 
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rocks, A crevice, a protrusion, however small, 
arrests its course, and a load of white molecules 
is deposited as drop by drop percolates down, till 
a crust of creamy white rounds off the awkward 
angle. The smallest obstacles cause the magic 
flutings. A thousand minute springs are, as we 
stand, busily extending the columns of the Chapter- 
House. Large ledges are coated with limy 
deposit ; the outward extensions, as their founda- 
tions fail, droop over and hJl into such formation 
as a fair representation of a bunch of bananas 
(christened two centuries syne the Hive of Bees). 
Through the gap between the Pulpit and the 
other wall we look into outer darkness, where 
the rays of our lamp are seemingly swallowed 
up. Then Mr. Batty kindles a piece of 
magnesium wire. In a moment the gurgling, 
yellow naphtha glow is transcended by a bright 
flare, which discovers, as you watch, pillars and 
encrustations suspended on the ones you have 
admired. The blaze rises higher, and the roof 
of the Chapter-House, some sixty feet above the 
damp floor, is seen. What a mysterious vault 
this must have appeared to a traveller of a 
hundred years ago, whose power of lighting was 
limited to a dozen tallow candles like the one in 
your hand I Every yard of the cliff is coated 
with creamy lime, on which, like diamonds, the 

345 



Digitized by 



Google 



IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

sliding droplets reflect the intense light Again 
and again the coil of wire is resorted to, and the 
eye wanders toward the gap to the greater cave. 
The top stone of the Pulpit throws a gaunt 
shadow across a bed of sand and shingle, in the 
midst of which a rivulet babbles briskly along. 
The strong shaft of light also reveals a dim, 
mysterious distance, where a congr^tion of rocks 
rises up to a world of gloom. 

Mr. Batty's pyrotechnics being completed, he 
leads towards the dark rivulet, which to me 
rather gives a sombre thought. Coming in full 
vigour from a crevice in the rocks, with a hurry- 
ing, worrying gait it crosses that leviathan room, 
and a screen of rock acts as a barrier to those who 
would see whither it is hastening. How like to 
the fi-etful rush of every-day existence! By a 
plank we cross the stream and make toward a 
hole in the limestone wall. 

All the time we have been in the cavern the 
sound of rushing, falling waters has been in our 
ears. At first it rumbled in a quiet monotony, 
fraught with a crashing note of warning; now 
the sound seems changed to the loud threatenings 
of some ancient Druid— of Yordas, maybe, hero- 
god of the dale. Three steps lead into a recess. 
Down my neck a copious splash of water pours. 
The * inner circle ' of the cave*s delights is guarded 
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after rain by a veil of falling drops. Then walk 
along a wood bridge, and look up. Mr. Batty's 
naphtha-lamp illumines a narrow rift in the bowels 
of the mountain. In front from an unseen height 
a stream is rushing down fifty feet of rock. The 
air is filled with spray as the curtain of water is 
torn and buffeted by rock ledges, and thrown out 
of its course. The whole ^ Chapel of the Force * 
is not ten feet square at its base, and the great con- 
verging slabs of rock continue up and up till they 
seem to meet in darkness. Why cannot we be 
content with the lights of our forefathers ? Had 
the ceilings of the Chapter-House not been re- 
vealed by the brilliance of modem fireworks, how 
imposing the recollection would have been ! And 
here, where the water spouts from a dim height, 
churning down among fragments half unseen, the 
same thing occurs. It shows a great interval 
riven between two huge columns of rock, and 
that the leaping torrent issues from upper black- 
ness through it — shows that even this cleft has 
a visible roof fifty or sixty feet away. But if 
magnesium's steady combustion destroys delusions 
of immeasurable height and breadth, it also accen- 
tuates the beautiful gouge-marks on the damp 
walls, the proofs of an age's activity by the cascade. 
I cannot describe the scene : for a moment the 
roar of the torrent seeming to slacken, then 
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bursting into a climax of rattle and splash and 
tinkle sdmost before the ear had noted the slacken- 
ing sound ; the stream dashing headlong, and 
jetting from fragments and ledges into a con- 
tinuous pearly mist ; the grim, immovable seams 
of tough limestone, with here and there a splintered 
fissure or cornice torn away. 

After a long pause we turned away, passed 
down a narrow pathway, and reached the floor of 
the cathedral cave again. Our lamp seemed to 
dwindle in importance, feebly illumining the 
grotesque stones on the for side of the vault. 

* How grand this would seem if the whole 
cave could be lit up at once!* I remarked to 
Mr. Batty. 

*rve seen it properly lit,* was his reply; *but 
it*s many a year ago. A few younger dalesmen 
hauled an empty tar-barrel from the farm into the 
cave. On a bonfire in the middle we placed it, 
and while the timber and tar lasted the light was 
splendid.' Ah me 1 I remember the flickerings 
and booming explosions of light attending such a 
burning. How the great leaping flames would 
gild that giant dome, and send fugitive shadows 
dancing in mad riot among the pinnacles and 
pendant stalactites around ! Mr. Batty showed me 
the Dropping- Well and another allegorical lime- 
stone — to me it seemed like the contour of a 
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\drgin, backgrounded by a gouge-work reredos. 
Then we came to the rivulet again ; and here, 
nearly on a level with the sand-floor, my guide 
pointed out a confusion of paint-marks. Little 
colour there was left, but the paint had preserved 
the stone from the usual washing. ^ . . . Painter, 
Burton-in-Lonsdale, 1812,' is, after much adjust- 
ing of light, finally shadowed on the slab. In 
ninety-one years Yordas Cave has presumably 
become one-sixteenth of an inch wider, for the 
paint-preserved portions are embossed to half that 
extent. The rivulet sinks out of view behind 
a lowered portcullis of rock ; there is a large flow 
to-day, else, Mr. Batty assured me, we could have 
crawled down a mile of tunnel to open air. 
Baflled here, we retrace our steps to the bridge, 
cross the stream, and slowly make for the throat 
of the cave. Mr. Batty hangs up the pole he 
carries to elevate his lamp to the level of the chief 
encrustations, and as he does so he turns the light 
on to a medley of uncouth paint-marks. 

^ Wait a minute ! I can read them,' I remark, 
for the slant of light brings them up clearly. 
• Initials, and date 1730.* 

To Mr. Batty this is news, for no other date 
than that by the waterfall has been noted. My 
tallow-dip is pretty soon glancing a feeble ray 
against the smooth rock. About eighteen inches 
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IN LAKELAND DELLS AND FELLS 

above the present floor is a jumble of hierogljrphs 
of various ages— 1730, 1675, and, earUest of all, 
1653. The last date had been the handiworic of 
one Robert Whitandal. (Quoth Mr. Batty : • The 
Whitandals once were wdl known in this valley ; 
a family lives nearby even now. They are said 
to have held much property here once, and within 
my recollection one of the name was steward for 
this estate.*) Robert Whitandal had put some 
labour into his handiwork, an attempt at a double 
triangle and an ornamental initial I being added. 
Another dales family was represented by the 
name of Robert Foxcroft; the rest were either 
indecipherable or initials only. Most of the 
cuttings are now level, or even above the level 
of the stone ; the chisel or knife has pressed the 
yielding stone to a somewhat tougher consistency 
than the surface around. 

After this my guide departed, and I returned 
alone to Braida Garth, remounted my wheel, and 
returned to Ingleton. 

Naturally, I was proud of my discovery of the 
new dates. The last flood in the cave had probably 
washed the accumulated grit away and allowed me 
the honour. But on looking into an old book of 
descriptions, published by Thomas West in 1795, 
I saw the following : 

' The Western Side of the Cave.— T\as is a solid 
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AMONG UNDERGROUND SCENERY 

perpendicular rock of black marble, embellished 
with many rude sketches, and names of persons 
now long dead, the dates of some being over two 
hundred years old' 



THE END 
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Works by. Post 8vo. cloth. 4^. 6ti. each. 
More Worlds tban One: Creed of 

PhiUwoplier, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Gaulmo, 

Tycho Urahb, and Kepler. 
Letters on Natural Maitfo. With 

numerou!* lUiwtrations. 



BRiDUB catechism. By R. 

H. Brydt.es. Fcan. 8vo. cloth, ts. dd. net 



BRIDGE (J. S 0— From Island 
to Empire ; A History of the Expans on 
of Enieland by Force ol Arras, with in- 
troduction by Adm. SIrCTPRiA c Bridgk, 
Mans and Plans. Large crown 8to, 
cloth, 6t. net. 



BRraHTTFL5REl^CEr^=A"QiFl 

Capitalist. Crown 8vo cloth, fis. 



BROWNING'S (ROBT.) POEMS 
Plppa Passes; and Men and 
women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
after Elkanor F. BRlCKDas. l-ar|{e 
fcp. 4to. clr>th. 65. net ; LARGE PAPER 
Edition, parchment 11*. W. net. 
Dramatis Personse ; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrlos. vvith 10 
Plates in Coionr after E. F. I>RICKDALe. 
I^r{:e fcap. 4*0. cloih. 6^. net : LARGE 
Paper Eor n oN, parchment, m. M. net. 

SRYDE"N~7H. a.).— An Exiied 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S. 
Cromptov. RT. Cp^wn 8vo, clotj^ y. (W. 



BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

Stktn St Home. With 91 Ilhists. Post 
8vo, IMust. boards ts, ; cio(h Imp. tf.dd. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

end Novels by. 
Tbe Complete Poetical Works of 

Robert Buchanan. 3 Vols., crown 

8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 

to each v olume, lis. 
Crown 8to, aoih. 3^. 6J. each ; post 8vo, 

iUustrated boards, a*, each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
Gad and the Man. With it lUostra- 

tlons by F. Barnard. 
Lady Kllpatrlok. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Rver. 
Annan Water. 1 Foxtflove Manor. 
The New Abelard. 1 Rachel Dene. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 

Crown 8vo. c!olh, 3*. (xL each. 
Red and White Heather. 

Androm eda. 

Popular Editio.-^, medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
Ood and the Man. 
Foxgloyo Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Large 
TYPE, Fine Paper Edition. Pott a\o, 
cloth, gilt top, aj. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3*. n«U 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and H exr y M URRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSOX, 
3.t. 6d. ; post 8vo, iIluMtrated hoards, is. 



BURGESS (GELtTD and WILL 
IRWIN. — The PIcsroons: A San 
Frsndflco NIffbt's Bntertainment. 



BUKION (RUbERT). — The 
Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravare Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
cloth 7.«. 6d. 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6rf, each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, is. each ; cloth limp, 
u. td. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Ha^ar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library Edition's of the three novels, 
crown 8\o, cloth. 6$. each : CHt£AP Popu- 
LAR Editions, medium 8vo,portrait cover, 
td. each : and the Fine Paper Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo. cloth, 

gilt top. 2s. net : Uather. 01t fd ges, 31, net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise of tbe 'Black Prince* 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Illus. 
trationsby P. Macnab. 31. 61^. ; pott 8vo, 
picture boards, 7%. 



CAMPBELL (A. GODRIC). — 

Fleur-de-Camp: a Daughter of 
Fren<». Crown 8vo. cloth, fw. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).-On the 

Choice of Books. P-^si 8vo. c; ih. u.tj./. 



Digitized by V^OOQIC 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 
Alice in Won<Uv)»iid. With 12 

Coloured aad aiaoy Line lUustratiooa by 

MiLUCENT SowxRBT. Large crown 8vo. 

cloth gilt, $s, net. 
Faading tb« Mind. WUh a Preface 

by W. H. Draper. Poet 8to, boards, 

\s. net : lr:ith^, at. net. 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN).— The Ad. 

veatures off Jone*. With 17 lUusU. 
I"c.«p. Svf> ricturc cover, is. ; doth, ij. 6rf. 



CHAMBERS (ROBERT W.)» 
stories off ParU Ufo by. 
The King in Teliow. Crowm 9vo, 

cloth, as. 6^. ; fcap. 8vo, cloth UraD.at.6tf. 
In tha yoarteg. Fcap 8vo. doth, %t,6d. 



CHAPMAN'S (GEORGE) Work*. 

VuL L, Play* Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ooes.~Vol. IL, Poema and 
Minor Translations, with Essay bv A. C 
SwiNBUFNE.— Vol. IIL, IVanslatlons of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Volt., 
crown 8vo. doth. tls. 6d. each. 



CHAUCER for Children: A Qol- 

donlCey. By Mn. H. R. Uawkis. WUh 

K Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcots. 
Crown 4I0. clolhj^ jx. 6<L 
Chaucer for Sonools. With the Story 

of his Times and his Work. By Mni. 
H. R, Hawkis. Demy Rvo. cloth, a.*. 64. 



C H E S N E Y (WEATHERBY), 

Novel* by. Crown Sv^, colli, 6«. each. 

The Gabie-man. I The Claimant. 
•i' ho Romanc e of a Queen. 

CHESS» fheCf^s and Practice 

off; with an Analysis of the Openinjjs. 

liy Howard Staunton. Edited by 

K. n. WORMALD. Crown 8vo. cloth. 5$. 

The Minor Tacttios of Cbesa : A 

Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces In obedience to Strntecic Prindple. 
Hy F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWKLL. 
Fcap 8vo. cloth, zr. bd. 

The Hastings Chess Toamament. 

The Authorised Account ot the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Scpt., 1895. With Annota- 
tions by PlLLSBURY, LaSKKR, TARRASCH. 
STEINITZ. SCUIFFEKS. T£ICUUANN. Bas- 
DKLEBEN, BLACKBURNB, GUNSBERO, 

TixsLEY. Mason, and Albin : Biographi- 
cal Sketches, and m Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Chesiiire. Crown 8vo. doth. «ir. 



CHILD-LOVER'S CALENDAR, 

1909. With Coloured Illusls. by Amelia 
liAiERL<L i6mo, picture boards, u. net. 



CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
Fop the jLoto of a JLass. Post 8vo. 

illustrated boards, 2s. 

By the Rise of the Riirer. Crown 

8vo, clot h. 3^ bd. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. each. 
The Tideway. 
Randal of Randalholme. 

CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 
and Drcsms. Crown 8vo, dotb, $«. 6ti. 



CLIVB (Mrs. ARCHER). NeveU 

by. Post Svo. doth. 3s. 64. each; Utes- 

trated boards, 2s. each. 
Paul FerrolL 
Why Pan! PergollKined Ills Wllb. 

COBBAN (J« MACLAREN), 

Novels by. 
The Cure of Sonls. Post 8«o. Utaa- 

trated boards, as. 
The Red Sultan. Crown 0to. doth, 

3^. 6d. ; post tlvo. iUustrated boards 2s. 
The Burden ef fsahel. Ciowa avo^ 

doth. 3f.6<f. 



COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.). 
Books by. Cr. 8\'o. doth. 5^61^ eaoh. 
niustrations of Tennyson. 
Jo nathan Sur if t. 

COLLI N'^IMORTTmER and 

PRANCeS), NoYels by. Cr.Svo. cL, 
3/. 6tf. each: post Svo, lllustd. bd»^ a£. i 

From Midnistatto Midnight. 

Ton Plaar ne False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Yillage Comedy. 

Franoea 

Post 8to, iUustrated boards, it, cacb. 

Transmigration. 

A Fightsvith Fortune. 

Sweet jJUme Page. 

Sweet and Twent 



^€ 



COLMAN'5 (GEORGE) Humor- 
ous Works: 'Broad Grins,' *My 
NifthtgDwn and Snppers,' &c %VitA 
Life and Frootis. Crgwn 8td, cL 3s. 6d, 



COLOUR-BOOKS: Topogn^'B^ 

caL Large fcap^to, doth, iQx.net each. 

•Switaerlaad: Sna Coontry wtkA 
its People. By Clarbncb Rook. 
With 56 Illustratio&s In Three Cok>ora by 
Mra. James J ardfke, and 04 in Tvo Tints. 

*The CSolour of Iiondoa. Br Rev. 
W. 1. LoFTiE, F.SA With Introdnaioa. 
by 11. H. Spieuunn; F.SJL. and lUua- 
tratlons in Three Colours and Sepia 
by the lapaeete Artist, YosHiO Mabcuio. 

•The Colour of Paris. By MM. lss 
Acadj^miciens Goncoxtrt. Edited by 
LuciKN DescavbSw with l o ti-o d uc t ioo by 
L. B^xi^DiTB. Translated l>y M. D. FROST. 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Septa, 
with an Essay, by YOsaio Markiko. 

•Cairo* Jerusalem, and pamascna. 
By D. S. XlARGOUOCTH, LituD. With 
Illustrations in Three Colours bv W. S. S. 
Tyrwhitt. RBJL, and R'ecoiau) 

HARRATT.A.R.W.S. 

The Rhine. By H. T. Maceindex. 
With Illustrations In Three Colours by 
Mrs. James JARDINE, and Two Maps. 

•Assisi of St. Francis. By Mrs. 
ROBERT GOFF. With IntrodocUAn by 
J. Kerr Lawson, lUustrationa In Three 
Colours by Colonel R. GOFT. and 
Reproductions o£ the cbief Franciscan 
Paintbigs. 

•Devon: its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coibsts. By Lady Rosauxd 
NoRTHCOTE. With Ulustratloos in Three 
Colours by V, J. WiDO erv. 



Digitized by 



v^oogle 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



COU>UR- BOOKS-c^nUftutU, 
The Gvaatev JUMbeya of England. 

By Right Rev. Abbot Gasquct. VViih 
60 'inustrations In Tluee Colours by 
Warwi ck Goblk. 

!^rj;e foolscap ^Ut. doth, 104. 64, net each. 
*yonlce. By Bervx db Sxuxcourt and 
MAY!:nx-RGE-HEXDEl?SOX. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three ColoDt* by Kxcinald 
Barratt. AJIAV.S. 

Iilsbon and Clntfa: vdth some Ac- 
count of other Cities and Sites in Portu- 
gal. By A, C. iNCHBOLa With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Stanley 
IMCUBOLD;^ . 

•Ihtont tlM North Foroland to Pon- 
lanoe. By cuvu Holland. With 
ntimerouft Illustrations in Three Colours 
bv Maurics Randalu Large (cap. 4to, 
cloth, i2f.6J. net 

In the MhmztA : The Country and the 
People. By Anns Macdonblu With 
13 Illustrations in Three Colours by AMY 
Atkinson. Large crown 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 

The B&rbarlanB of Morocco. By 
Count Sternberg. Translated by 
Etubl Pbcic With I3 IDustrations io 
Three Colours by DoootAS Fox Pitt, 
R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth. Os. net. 
•«♦ SPSCIAt COPI^ on pure rag paper #/ 
t)i0se marked* may be had. 



COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cL, 3s. bd. each : postSvo. picture 
boardi^ 2$. each ; c(. limp. aj. 6J. each. 

Antoalna* i BastM Hideand Seek 

The Woman In White. 

The Moonstone, t Man and Wife. 

The Dead Beoret. | After Park. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

No Name I My MlsoelUnlee. 

Armadale. | Poor Miss Finch 

Miss or Mrs.? I The Black Robe. 

The New Magdalen. 

Proxen Deep. I A Rome's Iilfe. 

The JLaw and the l«aay» 

The Two Destinies, 

The Haunted Hotel. 

Th0 Fallen JLeaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

Heart and Science. I *I Say No.' 

The BtH Genius. I Xiittle Movels. 

The Iierfa cy of Qain. | B lind I«ova 

Popular Ediiions^ medium 8vo, 6J. each. 

^itonina. 

The Woman in White. 

The Icaw and the Iiady. 

Moonstone. | The New Matfdalen. 

The Dead Secret. I No Name. 

Man and Wife I Armadale. 

The Woman in White. Larob Type, 
FucB Paper Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top. 2s. net : leather, gUt edges, $s, net 

The FrOMOL Deiep. Larok Type Edit. 
Fcap. 8vo. d .. n. net ; leather, if . 6d. net. 

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).~Every 
inch a Soldier. Crown 8to. cloln, 
3j .6rf.; post 8vo. Illu s trated boards. 2< . 

COl7r-BREAKlNU,Hintoon. By 

W. M. HUTCHISON. Cr. 8vo^ cl, Sf <^. 



COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 

Belted Sees. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
i5H>6: Who pays, to whom, to 
what, and when It is applicable. 
By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
8vo, I*, net ; cloth, i*. 6d. net. 



COMPTON (HERBERD,Noyei5by. 

The Inimitable Mrs. Maasing- 
ham. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3*. 6d. : Popu- 
lar Ediiion, medium 8vo, 6d, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^. each. 
The Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do no Wrontf . 
To Defeat the Bnds of Justice. 



COOPER (B. H.), Novels by. 
Geoflbry Hamilton. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 3s. 6d. 
The Marquis and Pamela. Crown 

8vo. cloth. &v. 



CORNISH (J. F.).--5our Grapes. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 6«. 



C 6 R N W A L L.— Popular 
Ronancea of the West of England : 

The Drolls. Traditions, and Superstitions 
o£ Old Cornwall. Collected by Robert 
Hunt, F.RS. With -two Plates by 
George Cruikshakk. Cr.8vo.cL, 7f.W. 



COURT (The) of the Tullerles, 
i8sa to 1870. By Lb Petit Hom&ik 
Rouge, with a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo. tloth. 7s.6d. net 



CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s, td.\ 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 
RH vanished Star. Cr. 8to. d. is. 6d, 
The Windfall. Crown 8vo. cloth, ds. 



CRES5WELL (HENRY), — A 

Lady of MiTBle. Crown 8vo. cloth, ts , 

CRIM (MATT).— Adventares of 

a Fair Rebel. Crowu 8vo, cloth, 31. 6J. ; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 

Tales off our Coaat. By a R. 
Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold 
Frederic ' QJ and W. Clark Rosskll. 
With 13 Illustrations by Frank Brano- 
WTX. Crown 8vo. cloth. 5*. 6d. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. doth, 3s. 6d, each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 
cloth limp. 2s. (*d. each. 

Pretty MUs Neville. 
A Bird of Passage. | Mr. Jervls. 
Diana Harrington. 
• Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family Llkenessi 
A Third Person. | Proper Prides 
Village Tales diJungle Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 
Married or Single? 



Digitized by V^OOQIC 



CflATTO & VVIKDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



CRuKi;R (Mrs. b. Mo-rm/mmJ. 
Crown Svo. cloth. ?*. tvi. ttach. 

In tta« KlDtfdom of K«rry< 
Mlu Balmalne's Past. 
Jason.* I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence: With 6 luu^ti. by S. Paost. 
Tlie Oat*S«nAW. With la IUuslnition> 

by Frkd P kg ram. 
The Spanish Heoklaoe. With i 

Iltustrations by F. Peuba m. 
Crown 8vo, cFoth, 35. Od. each t post 8vo, 

cloth limp. 2f. 6d, each. 
Infatoati on. | Some One Blse. 
* To Let.' Posi «vo, picture bo^ds. zs. 

cloth hmp. 21. 6<!. 

Popular KDrri(>NS, medium 8vo. (hL ench. 

Proper Pride. I The Cat's-paw. 

Diana B^rrlntfton. 

Pretty Miss NeviUe. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Beyond the Pale. 

A Family Likeness. 



CROSS (M. B.).— A Question of 

Meant. Cr. 8ro, cloth. 6t. [ShorHy 



CRU1K5HANK*5 COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in Two Series 
The First from 1835 to 1843 ; tht 
Second, from 1844 to 1S53. A Gatherlnp 
of the Best Humour of THACKERAY. 
Hood, Albert Smith, &c With nu 
mcrous Sled Engravings and Woodcutt 
by CruiWshank, Landells, Ac. Two 
Vols . crown 8vo. cloth. 75. td. each. 



CUMMINO (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by. Demy 8vo, doth. 61. each. 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. With 4a illustrations 
Two Happy Years In Ceylon. 

With 28 illustrations. 
Yla Cornwall to B tfypt. Frontta. 

CUSSANS (JOHN E.).— A Hand- 

book of Hcrsldrv; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS.. &c. With 408 Woodcut* 
and 2 ColrH. Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6t 



DANBY (FRANK).~A Coquette 

In Crape. Foolscap 8vo. cloth, is. nei. 

DAUDEt (ALPH0N5E). — The 
BvansrelUt; or, Port Salvstloii. 

Cr. 8vr». cloth. 3* (ul. ; p»^st 8vo, bds., 2s. 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— tlliit5 
for Psrents on Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. C rown 8vo. it. 6<f. 

DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad- 
ler »« Dau ghter s. Cr. 8vo. c loth. 31. bd 

DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Worlcs by. Cr. 8vo. \s. ea.: cL 1*. fui. ea 
One Thousand Medloal Maxims 

and Surtfloal Hints. 
Nursery Hints : A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Poods for the Fat). With Chapters 

on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 
Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo^ ti, 

ClOlh, 2i. 6J. 



DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete 

Poetlcsl Works. Edited with Note*. 
by Rev. A. a GROSART, D.D. Two Vols, 
crown 8vo, cloth. ?*. <W. each. 



DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. (mL each, 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
Th e Prinoess ft the Kitchen-mai d^ 

DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinsoa 

Cmsoe. With 37 lUusfc^ by GEOitGS 
C^LMKSHAKic Large Type. FINE Papks 
EditioK. Pott 8vo, clotb, gut top^ ax. ael ; 
leather, gilt edges. 3^. neL 

DEMILLE (JAMES).— AStran^ 
Manuscript found In a Cepper 
Cylinder. Crown ttvo. doth, with 19 
Iltustrations by Gilbert Gaci., 3^ di. ; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2Sk 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY. The 

H Istory of. By Arthur W. Clat den, 
M.A. with I11ofl^t>emy8vo.ci.,iOf 61^ net- 
Devon : Its Moorlands, Streanas, 
and Cossta By Lady Rosauxd 
NoKTHCOTS. With Illustrations in Tbr. e 
Colours by F. J. Widoest. Lar^ fcap. 
4to. cloth. 20T. net. 



DEW^AR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Olobe. With sao lUastra. 
tionst. Crown 8vo. cloth. 7^. tut 



DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Spee c hes of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait 
Pott 8vo, cloth. 2i. net : leather, 31. net. 

Tke Pocket Charles Dickens : being 
Favourite Passages chosen by ALFRED 
H. H YATT. i6mo, cloth, gilt top. aj; net ; 
leather, gilt top. 5*. net 

Character Portraits ftpom 
Dicksna Selected and arranged by 
Charles Weij»h. With a PortraiL 
Crown 8vo. cloih, 35, bd. net. 



DICTIONARIES. 

The Reader's Handbook of 
Famous Barnes in Fiction, 
Allusions. Referenoes, Pro. 
verba Plots, Stories.and Poema 
By Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
Svo. cloth, 3*. 6J. 

A Dictionary of Miracles, 
Imitative, kcalistic, and Dogmauc. By 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown %^\ 
cloth. 3*. W. 

FamiliaF Allusiima By William a. 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy ^xo, 
cloth. 7». 6rf.net. 

FamllUtf Short Bayinits of Oreat 
Men. With Historicalamt i^bq>lanatury 
Notes by Sa&iuel A. BBsnr, AM. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 75. 6d. 

The Slantf Dictionary t Etymological. 
Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 9va, 
' cloth. 6s. 6d. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, .-^nd Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Euezek 
BDWiUUM. Crown Svo^ doth, 3<. 6d. 



Digitized by V^OOQIC 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



DIXON (WI LLMOTT-).— The 

Rogue of R ye. Cr. 8vo. cl., (*s. [S^oriiy 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 65. each. 

Four Fpenoliwomeii. With Four 
Portraits. 

Bl^teanth Century Yl^ottes. 
in Three Series, each 6*. ; also Kins- 
paper Editions of the Turbk Seriks 
pott 8vo, cloth, aj. net eacli ; leather. 
3;. net each. 

A PalAdln of Philantliropy, and 
other Papors. With 2 lUustrMttoius 

8ido-walk Studies. With 5 liiusts. 



DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

stories by. P^t 8vo. iUustrated 
bo^^rds, 2s. each : cloth, ax. 6d. each. 
, Oaatf ht at Last. 
^ In tha GHp of ttaa Lawi 

Link by Link. 

From Information RecalYed* 

Busptolon ArouBOdi 

Riddlas Read. 

Traoked to Poomi 

Crown 8vo, c*^ 3s. txi. each ; picture cl. 
flat back, 2s. each ; poet 8vo. illustrates 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp. a^r. 6(/.each. 

The Man from. Manohester. 

The Mye tery of Jamaic a Terrace. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 

Deacon Brodie : or, Behind the Mask. 

Tyler Tat lock, Prlyate Detective. 
Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. 6rf. ea. ; pici. cU. flat bk. a*, ea, 

The Records of Vincent Trill. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. td. each ; post 8ro. 
illustrated boards, 2s. each; doth limp. 
a«. 6d. each 

Chronicles of Michael D&nevltch. 

A Detective's Triumphs. 

Tracked and Taken> 

Who Poisoned Hetty Dnncan? 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, Bat back, 2s. each ; 

post 8vo, Illustrated boards, is. each; doth 

ump, 2s. 6d. each. 
Wanted ! I The Man .Honter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown ovo, doth limp. 

2S. 6ii. ; picture cloth, fla t "back, aj. 

DOWLINQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran** Mo ney. Cr. 8vo. cl.. rr td 

DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

of Qirdlestone. Crown Rvo.ciorS. :*i. A./. 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. CtnoilKOHAll. Cr. 8vo. 
cloth, with Portraits. 3*. 6rf. per Vol, 

Ben Jonson*s Works. With Note«. 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bin- 
graphical Memoir by William Gifford. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II.. 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swixbcrxe : Vol. III.. 
Translation^ of the lU.id and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works, One Vol. 

Maasin^ar'8 Plays. From Gifforo « 

Text. Uuc Vul. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 
Children. Kf>y. samo. cloth, i.f. net ea, 

1. The Fiamp. The Ameliorator, 
and The Scnool-boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

a. Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. %> 

8. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 

FSNWICK. 

«. The Story of Little Black 
Sambo, by Hfxkn Banner^! an. 
Illustrated in colours. 

5. The Bountiful Lady. By Thomas 
Cobb. ^ 

7. A Flower Boqk. Illustrated in 
colours by Nkluk Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R Mom- 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 

9. The Little Clown. By Tiiomas 
Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. By MartTourtei^ 
Illii5trat(.'d in colours. 

11. Little Peoples an Alphabet. I.y 
Hknky Mayer and T. W. H. Croslanik 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethfl Bickxeli.. 
With Pictures in colours by Cakios 
Moors Park. 

IS. The Adventures of Samuel 

and Sellna. By Jjcan C. Akciikk. 

Illustrated In colours. 
1«. The Little Girl Lost. By Eleanor 

Raprr. 
15. Dollies. By Richard Huntbr. 

Illustrated in colours by Ruth Cobb. 
16.%The Bad Mrs. Ginger. By Honor 

C. Apple ION. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin* 

Ciples. Illustrated in colours. 

18. LltUe White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Appleit>.v. 
Illus. in colours by Honor C. Appletox. 

21. Throe Little Foxes. By Mary 
TouRiKl. Illustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Man's Bag. By T. W. 
II. Croslasd. lllus. hv I. R. MONSELIs 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 
G. Taugart. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
ter. IIIu«. in colours by Rtrrn Cona 

26. Little TeUow Wang-lo. By M. 
C.Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. Bv E. B. 

MACKINNON and EdKN COYBBB. Illus. 

30. Rotalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

31. Sammy and the Snarly wink. 

Illustrated in colours by Lena and Nor- 
man AULT. 

83. Irene's Christmas Party. Rv 

Richard HuNi er. IHus. by Ruth Cobb. 

34. The Little Soldier Book. By 

iVM'swi Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
lK\RY Mayer. 

35. The Dutch Doll's DitUos. By 
C. Ai brhy Moore. 

C6. Ten Little Nigger Boys. By 
Nuu.i Ca^^. 
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DUMPY BOOKS^-coftiiuM^ 

37. HainptyDiunpty*sLlttl6SoiL. 

By iiEL>:x R Cross, 

38. Bimpla Slxtton. By Hclem R. 

Cross. Illustrated in colours. 
38. Tha Uttle Prenotaoaaxi. By 

Edex Coybre. niustralcd in colours by 

K. I. Frickro. 
la The PotaU Book. By Lily 

ScMoKiRi.D. Illustrated in coloort. 



DUNCAN (5ARA JEANNETTE). 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ys. 6d. each. 
A Soolja Baparinra. with jii 

lUustrations by F. H. Townskkd. 
An American «Oirl in liondoa. 

With So lUustrations hy F. H.Townskkd. 
Tba Simple AAveBtores of a 

Memaanib. Wtth 37 lU rotrationa, 
Crown 8vo, cioiti, 3f. od. each. 
A Daughter of To-*Dajr* 
Yernon'a Annt. Wi th 47 lHustmtion t 

DUTT CROME5H C.).— Enjctanci 

and India: Progress during; Om 
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo. cloth, 25. 



DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

Roaring Fifties. Crown «vn. clotH. ftc 



EARLY ENGLISH POETS. 

liditcd by Rev. A, R GROSART. DJ) 
Crown 8vo, ctoth, 3$. 6d. per Volume. 

Fletolier'a (Gilaa> Poema. One Vol. 

Davlea* (Sir John) Oouplete 

Poetical Works. Two Vols. 



EARLY PAINTERS SERIES.— 

For details of ti.rec important Series 
of Facsimiles in Colour of Sheeted 
Works of The Early Painters of the 
Netherlands, of The Early Qermaa 
Psloters, and of Italian Painters of 
the XVth and XVIth Centuries, see 
special Prospectus, to be had upon 
aprlication. 



EDWARDE5 {lArs. ANNIE), 

Novels by. 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, as. 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8to. cloth, 

3f. 6d. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, a;. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. Hvo. cloth, $s. 6rf. 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Die 

tionary of Curious. Qu.ilnt.and Oul-of-the- 
Wny Matters. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3t. 6d. 



EOERTON (Rev. J. C.).- 
Sussex Polk and Sussex Ways. 

With Four Illusts. Crown fivo. cloth. 5*. 



EGQLESTON (EDWARD).- 

Roxy. Po st 8vo, llhtstrated boards. 2s. 



ELBjg (L0UI5). — Future Ufe 

In the Liffht of Ancient Wisdom 
and Modern Science. Crown 8vo., 

cloth, 6s. net. 



ENGLISHMAN (An) in Pads 

Kccollections of I.,ouis Philippe atxd the 
bnjpirc. Crown 8vd, cloth, 35. 6t/. 



BNGLI5HMAN*S H0U5E, Tlie: 

A Practical Guide for Selectipgor Biukila{ 
a Mouse. By C J. Ricbakdsok. Witii 
Coloured Frontispiece and 53^ IIlaBtr»> 
tioDs. Crown 8to, cI6th, $s. 6d, 



EPISTOLi45 OBSCURORUM 

Vlrarun (I5IB-I5I7X l^^^^Q Text, 
with TransIstioQ, InCrodoctlcm, Hots, 
ftc. bjr F. G. STOKIB. A limited edition. 
Royal 8to, doth. jPtifarini 

EYES, Our: How to Prescnre 
Them. By JORX BROWXlXa. Gro«n 
8vo, cloth, IS. '. ' 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis. 
cellaneoes Informatklo, iadndi^ Cele- 
brated Statues, PaiqMQ0^ Rilaoes, 
Cotmtry Seats, Rvlns, Cbvcbes, Ship^ 
Streets, Qubs, Nataral CoiiOBltleB. Ac 
By W. A. end a G. Wbbbuek. Desay 
8vo. cloth, 71. 6<L net. 



FAMILIAR 5U0RT SAYINOS 
of Great Men. By S. A. Borr. A.lf. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, yi« 6tL 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Wprks 

by. Post 8N'o,'cloth^4x. 6rf. each. 
The CheBdeal Hlatoraf .oC a 
Candle: Lectures dehwed before a 

iuvenile Audience. Edited by ^Whjlsau 
Brookes, F.CS. With nrnncroos lUmto. 
On the Yarieoe f^veee of Ma*iupe, 
and thela Retatloaa to eadi 
other. Edited by WnxiAU Croosks. 
F.C.S. With lUustrations. 



FARRER (J. ANSONX-War: 

Three Essays. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. Arf. 



FENN (0. MANVILLE), Novels 

bjr. Crown Svo, cMh, ^r. «/. each ; 
post 8to, UluMrtited boards, ai. each. 

Sie New MitftrMk 
itneaa«othel>eed* - 



Tiger Uiy. 



Crown 8yo. doth. jf. fed. ea<*. 
A Vomaa Vorth Wl] 
Ouraed toy a Portnne. 
The Caae of Allaa Ovay. 
Commodore ^nnk. . 
Black Blood. | In ^edpardy. 
Double dusnlntf. 
A Fluttered Doveeote. 
Kintf of the Caatle. 
The BTaater of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Oraoe. 
The Man with a Shadow, 
one Haid*a Mlaohiet. 
Thla Man% Wili. 
The Batf of DIamonda, and Three 

Bita^f Paste. 
Running Amofc. . 

Crown svo. cloth, 6s, each. 
Black Shadosra. 
The Cankerworm. 
80 Xdke a Wo man. 

A Crlmaon Crime. Crown Svo, doth. 
3;. (Hi. ; picture ctoth. flat back, at. 
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FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptions and Reviews of nearly 
Twelve Hundred Novkls, will be 
•ent irce .by Chatto £t WWDUS upon 
applipation. 



FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of ; or, The Pyfotechnlafs 
Treasury. By THOMAS Kentish. With 
367 Illmtrationa. Cr. 8vo. doth, 3^. Od. 



FREDERIC (HAROLD). Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. (^. each; 

jliustrated boards, is. each. 
Batlt't Brotliep*B Wife. 
The I<awtoii Girl. 



FISHER (ARTHUR 0.\ NoveU 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, each. 
ViUiyfOPd. With Coloured Frontis- 

pl«c« by G, D. Armour, and 5 Piatcs in 

sepia by R. H. Buxton. 
TUm Xtand of SUent Feet. With a 

Frontispiece by G. D. Armour. 



FITZGERALD (PERCY), by, 

Ffttal Zero* Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6J. . 
pott 8to, illustrated boards, is. 

Post 8vo, illustrated bouxls. 3;. each. 
Bella Donna. | P0U7. 
The I<ady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotaon. 
Se venty-five Brooke atr^^t. 



FLAMMAKIUIN tVAmil-i-ti;.— 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by 3: ELI.ARD Gore, F.K.A.S. With Thrct 
Plates and 288 Illustrations. A Nkw 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoreries. Medium 
8vo, cloth, JOS. 6d, 



FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) 
Conplete PoemA : Christ's Vlctori« in 
Heaven, Victorie on Earth, Triumph over 
Death ; with Minor, Foems« Notes by 
Rev. A B. GROaART. Cr. 8vo.cl. ^.t. 6d. 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.— 

For information as te this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Horns, now "— * 
cnjlraved, se e special Pro apectus. 



FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

—Dumb. Crown 8vo cloth. 31. (hL 



FRANCILLON (R, E.)t Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, xi. each. 

One by One \ A Real Qneen. 

A Do? and hla Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. Wtth Ill ttstrationa. 
Post 8vn, illustrated boards, ai. each. 

Queen Gophetua. I Olsrmpla. 
Romances of the Law. 
King or Knave? 

Jack Doyle's Dan|(hter. Crown 8va 
cloth, 3s. td. 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI- 
TION lllctstrated Review (The), 

. - 1008. A Complete Souvenir of the Ex- 
hibition. Profuselv illustrated. Edited 
by F. G. Dumas. Large folio, pictorial 
cover, 55, net; cloth, ds. 6d. net. Also 
the Edition DE Luxe, printed on fine-art 
paper and in a spr.cial binding, 105 6rf.net 



FRV^S (HERBERT) Royal 
anide to the London Cbsr]tle5. 

Edited by JOHN I^ne. PubUshcd 
Annual ly. Crown S vo. cloth, is. 6d. 

GARDENING BOOKS. Post8vo, 

IS. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
A Year's Work In Garden and 

Greenhouse. By George Glknny. 
Household Horticulture. By Tom 

and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. 
Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 

Jerrold . Post 8vq. d oth, 1* net. 
Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Bpicurns : together 
With other XVI I Ih Ccnlorv Garden 
Essays. Edited, with Notes .ind Introduc- 
tion, by A. FcRBfcS Sieveking, F.S.A. 
With Illustrations. SmaU &\'o. cloth 
or boards, w. 6d, net ; quarter vellum, 
•»<■. f\ef f^^f ■ 'liroe-annrler vcHmn. 5*. net. 



UAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

The Red Shirts: A Talc of 'The 
Terror? Translated by John de Vil- 
UERS. Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stanley Wood, 3*. (xi. ; picture 

doth, fla t back. 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 

Iiove and Iiovers of the Past. 
Translated by C. Larochk. M.A. 

A Gonspiraoy under the Terror. 
Translated by a Laroche, M.A With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. - 



GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With 
introduction by John Ruskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square 8vo, cloth gilt. 6s. 



GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6(i. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. each. 
RoMn Gray. 
The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
The Brotts of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of the Meadour. 

Post 8vo. illusirated boards, 21. each. 
For Iiaok of Gold. ' ^ ^ 
What Will the World Say? 
For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 
In Love and War. 
A Heart*s Problem. 
By Mead and Scream. 
Fancy Free, t Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 
Heart's Delight . I Blo od'Money. 
The Dead H^UPt. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. ; Popular Edition, medium 

Svo, 6d. 
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GERARD (DOROTHEA),— A 
Queen ef Curds and Cream. Crowu 

Kvo. cloth. .V. (^. ^^ 



QIBNEY (50MERVILLEU- 

^eotencedl Crown hvo r'oth t» 'S-r 



GIBSON (U ^.>. fNovei* o/. 

Crown 8vo, doth. 6i. e->ch. 
The Freemason a. J Burnt Spleea. 
_ Bhipa of Deal re. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM).— Jamea 
Duke« Cofltermoaffer. PottSvu.iiiu: 
tratcd boards. 2%. 

GTLBERTS~(W. S.) Original 

Plays. I " 3 Serie«, post 8vo, ai . (id. each. 

The First Skries contains : The Wiclccd 
World — Pyfinialioa and Galatea — 
Charity— Thc«Prince8»— The Palace ol 
Tnith— Trial by Jury— lolanthe. 

Tl)e Skcoko Series contains: Broken 
Hearts — EnRaped — Sweethearts 
Giotchen — Danl Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— 
The P.r.itrsof Penzance. 

The TiiiRD Seriks contains: Comedy and 
Trajjcdy — Fogj»crty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crants and Guildenstem— Patience- 
Princess Ida— The Mikado— Kuddi core 
—The Yeomen "f the Guard— The G«m- 
dohcrs -The Mouiitchanks— Utopia. 

Bi^t Original Gomio Operaa 

written by W. m. Gilbert. Two Scries, 
demy 8vo. cloth, 2S, bd, each. 

The First Serces contains : The Sorcefer 
—H.M.S. 'Bnafore'— The Pirates of 
Penzance — lolunihe— Patience— Prin- 
cess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jurv. 

The Second Series contains : The (k>n- 
doliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen 
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia. 
Limited— Ruddi core— The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wcddmg. 

The Gilbert and Salllvan Birth- 
day Book: Ouotations Uir Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. WatSOX. 
Roval i6mo. cloth, xt. M. 



GLENNY (GEORGE).— A Year*J 
Work in Oarden aad Orecnlieflue; 

Practical Advice as to Flower. Fruit, aud 
Frame Garden. Post 8to. i*. : d. ic t>4. 



GODWIN (WILLIAM). —Uvea 

offtlMNeeroa»ancera. PustSm.cL sx. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Tlloa8;bt, Tiie : A Dictiooary of Qott- 
tations trom the Best Autho.-^ Br 
Thhodorb Taylor. Cr. sr^x d^ y. fW. 

GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 

Hert»ert Wayne. Cr. Sro cL .\»>. ^< 

GORDON (5AMUELI. — The 
Ferry of Fate: a Tale of Rasaian 
Jewry. Crou-n Svo, cloth. 6s 



GORE (J. ELLARD. FiR.A.S,). 
—The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 
tion to the Study of the Stars and 
Kebulse. Crown 8vo, doth, zs, net. 
Crown Svo. cloth, 6*. each. 
Stud lea in Aatronomy. Witb • 

plaic!». 

Aatronomtoal Baaaya, Histoncjil 
and Deschptlve. With 6 otatcs. 



GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

hy. Crown Svo, cloth, t*ilt top. 6s. cacti. 
A Secret of the North Sea. 
Knittera in the Bun. 
The Wealth of Malleratang. 
An Antfera Portion. 

Ballol Oarth. 

The Dreama of Slm«.ii Usher. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3c. fij. 



GLANVILLE lERNBSr), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth. Ss. 6d. each : 

post Svo. illustrated boards, 2*. eaclu 
The Loat Helreaa. With a Iilustra- 

lions by HUMK NlSBKT. 
The Foaaioker: A Romance of Mash- 

.>naland. Two lUusts. by Home Nisbet. 
A Fair C olonlat. With FronUspiecc. 

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. td. each. 
The Golden Rook. \Vlth Frontbplece 

bv STANLEY WoOD. 

Tales froxa the Yeld. With 12 Illusts. 
Max Thornton, wnth 8 Illustrations 
by J. S. Crompton, R.I. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 
of a Dying Kace. Cr. Svo, cL. ?3. *ui,^ 

GREEKS AND ROMANS. The 

Life of tlie, descnt>ed ttixa Antique 
Monuments, liy Krxst Gukl and W. 
KOXER. Edited by Or. F. HCBVFER. 

Wnth S45 Illu-Us. Demy 8vo. cl.. 7j t.. U 



GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth. 6t. eacu. 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The Wo man in the Al ooTe. 
The Amethyat Boil. Crown Svo. 

cloth. 3J. tid^ 

GREENWOOD (JAMES u— The 

Prisoner in the Dock. Crown Svu. 

cl oth. 3f. 6rf. 

GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 
Romance of a Procoujul. By Jaaiks 
MiLN'K Ciown Svo. huotfam. ^-t 



UKIFHII H vCECiL;.— C^nnui.* 

Ma razl on. Crown Svo. cloih. ?<. (td . 

QRIFFlf HS (Mijor A.).— No. 99, 
and Bl ue Blood. Ciown 8v<\ ciotlu .%. 

GUNTERTA. CLA.VERING).~A 
Florida Bnchantmeat. Crowa Svo^ 

cloth. 3t.6<f. 

GlTfT E NBERG (VIO L E Tl. 

Novels by. Crown Svo. doth, 6t. eodi. 
Neither Jew nor Greek. 
The Power o f the Pal mist. _ 

aVP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 
Nora M. stath*m. Cr. Sx'o, d.. %«. fii 



HABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
Smd 00 Illustrations by KVA Rods. Fcap. 
4tu, cloth, (iS. 
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HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 
Healtli. WMknMj, and DUeose. 

Translaied from the German uf Dr. J 
^PlNCUH. Crown 8\'o. i*. : cloth, i*. 6d. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poctm^ 

by. Crown Svo. clotb, 6x. each. 
Maw Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 



Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4(0, cloth. Si. 

HALL (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches 

of Irish Character. With IDtistra 

.^ tions on Steel and Wood by Ckuik 

FHANK. Macusb, Gilbkrt, and Hakvby. 

Demy Svo. cloth, 7*. 6d. 



HALL (OWEN), NoveU by. 
The Track of a Storm* Crown 8vo 

picture doth, flat back. 2s, 
Jetsam* Crown Svo, doth, $s. 6d, 

Crown Svo, doth. 6s. each. 
Bureka. | Hernando. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW),- 
Every-day Papers. Post svo, illus- 
traied boards, zi. 



HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories 

by. 
The Glamour of the Impossible; 

and Through a Keyhole. Crown 

Svo, doth. 35. 6d. 
Matnre*s Yagabond, fto. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, bs. 



HANDWRITINO, The Philo- 
sophy of. With over I03 Facsimiles. 
By Don Pslix db Salauanca. Posi 
Svo, half-cloth, ts. td. 



HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), NoveU 

by. Crown Svo, doth, bs, each. 
The Xiesser Bvll. 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 
JL Butterfly. 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the Qreenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth 
3^. 6^ ; illustrated b >ard8. is, \ cloth 
limp, is. td. Also the I<*ixb Papki. 
% EDinOK. pott Svo. cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 

leather, gilt ed^es. 3«. net ; and the Chkap 
Edition, medium Svo, dd. 



HARKINS (E. F.).— The Schem- 

ers. Crown Svo, cloth. 65. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 
Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 

5» other Ilhuuationsby J. A.SUKPHLKD. 

Pott 4to. clolh. gilt t**p, ts. 
Mitfhts with Uncle Remus. Witi. 

» O)lourcd and 50 oincr Illustration«« bv 
J.A.SiiB!llEKD. lmpeiiaU6mo,dot!i,6i 



HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Vulumcj;, crown Svo, doth, 65. each. 

Vol I. COUPLETS POBTICAL AND 

Dr.\.matic WORKS. With Port. 

„ If. Thb Luck op RoarixgCamp~ 
lk>iiEMiAN Papbrs— American 
Legends. 

„ III. TAL^:s OF , THE Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches. 

„ IV, Gabriel Conroy. 

„ V. Stories — CoxDKNSED NoveiX 

„ VI. Tales of TiiK Pacific Sr.opE. 

„ VII. Tai.ksoftiik Pacific Si-OPE— II. 
With Portrait by JOHN Pettik, 

„ VIII. Tales of Pike and CItress. 

„ IX Buckeye and Chapparkl. 

H X. Tales op Trail and Town. 



Bret Harte*8 Choice Works in Prose 
»nd Vei-se. With Portrait and 40 lUus- 
tratinns. Crown Svo. cloth. 3^. (td, 

Bret Harte*s Poetical works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
Svo, buckram, 4s. td. 

In a Hollow of ythe Hills. Crown 
Svo. picture doth, flat back. 2s. 

Condensed Novels. (Two Series In 
One Volume.) Pott Svo, cloth, f>llt top, 
2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 31. net. 

Crown Svo. cloth, ts, each. 
On the Old Trail. 
Under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories In Ltght and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 
Trent's Trust. 

Crown Svo, doth. 3j. 6d, each : post Svo^ 

Illustrated boards, 2s. e^ch. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
A Waif of the Plains. With6olUus- 

trations by Stanley L. Wooa 
A Ward of the Golden Oate.^ With 
59 lUostratlons by i^ANLBT L. Wood. 

CrownSvo, cloth, 3i.6^ each. 

Susy. With a lUusts. bv J. A. Christix. 

The Bell-Rintfer of Antfel's, Ac 
With 39 IHusts. by Dudley Hardy. &c 

Clarenoe : A Story of the American Wan 
With 8 Illustrations by A. JULB Goodman. 

Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A. Forestibr, Paul Hardy, &c. 

Devirs Ford, &c. 

The Crusade of the * Excelsior.* 
With Frontls.by J. Bernard Partridge. 

Three Partners; or, The Bltf 
Strike on Heavy Tree HilL 
With 8 Illustrations by J. Gulicil 

Tales of Trail and Town. With 
Frontispiece by G. P. JACO^IB-HOOD. 

Condensed Novels. New Series. 

Crown Svo, clolh. 3*. td. each ; picture doth, 
flat back. as. each. 
A Sappho of Green Sprlntfs. 
Colonel Starbottle*s Client. 
A Prot6tfde of Jack Hamlin's. 

With iuiii5C>-out. llluHtrntions. 
Sally Dows, ^c With 47 Ultistrations 
by W. U. AI.WOND and others. 
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HARTB (BRET)-tfimri«Krti. 

l»r>«t Sx*©. Ulustrated boards* 2s. each. 
Tb6 LnoJi of Romring Camp, and 
Sansatlon Novels Coadonaed. 
(Also in picture cloth at same price.) 
An HolMM of Rod Dog. 
Tlie I«uok of RoaplBg Campu 
CallfomiaB Storloa. 

P ««t 9vo. illut. has„ 2s. each: cloth, it. 6i. each. 
Flip, i A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Haruja* Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; post 
«vo, pict ure b o ards, is. ; clot h hr np. 2s. f>d. 

H AWEIsTMrsTH. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Dress. With 32 liuutra* 

tmns. Post 8vt>, is. ; cloth, is.bd. 
Chauoer for Schools. With Frontis- 

n;ecc- Dcniy 8v<>. cloth, 2s. tU, 

Chancer for Chiklren. wnth 8 
Coloured Pl.it cs and 30 Woodcut*. 
_Crown 4 to. cloth. 3^ . 6d . 

HAWEIS (Rev. ft. R.).— Amcrl- 

can Humorl«t5: Washington 
IRviNO, Oliver Wekdell Holmes. 
Iamks Rdssell Lowell, ARTKML•^ 
WARD, Makk TwAiK,and Bret Hartk. 
Cn>wn 8vo , cloth, 6j . 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. td. 

each; post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. each. 
Garth. I Sllloe Quentin. 
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Foar lUusts. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Pour Iliusts. 
D. Poindezter's Dlsappearanoe. 
The Spec tre of t he Camera. 

Crown 6vo, cloth. 31. bd. each. 
Sebastian Strome^ 
X<ove--or a Name. 
Miss CacTogna. Pose Hro, illustrated 

boards. 2s. 



HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown «vo. cloth. 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Joumiillst. 
Heirs of Reuben. 
Mara. _ 

The Bndless Heritage. Crown 8vo, 
clo t h, 35. 6 t/. 

HELPSlSir ARTHURK^^van 

de Blron. Crown 8vo. ciotu 35. u/. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, oj. 



HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 
Rujub, the Jag^er. Post 8vo. cloth, 

3 J. (id. ; illustrated boards, 2s, 
Crown hvo, cloth. 34. Ui. each. 
The Queen's Cup. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Colonel Thorndy ke's Se cret. 

H EN DERSON (ISA AC).— Agatha 

Pasre. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. i>(i. 



HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 

Junla. Crown 8v<i. cloth, ts. 



HERMAN (HENRY). -A Leading 

Lady. Post 8vo, cloiii, 2s. td. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detective. Ga-own Stq, cJoth, 3*. td, -. 
picture doth, flat baok, as. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 

Treason-Felony. Post Svo, mistraicd 

t>oards. 2s. 
The Common Ascesto^ Ckown 

8vo. ck>tfa, 3*. bd. 



HINKSON (H. A.), NoveU by. 

Crown 8V0. doth, 6s. each. 
Fa n Fttstferald. | Silk and Btesl. 

HOEY (Mrs. CASHED.— Thi 
Lover's Creed. Crown &vo, docb. 
31.6./. 



HOFFMANN (PRQFGSSOR).— 

King Koko. A Ma^ ^tory. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown Sto, doth, u. net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go tor a. 

By E. p. Sholl, Sir H. IIaxwei^ Joas 
WATSOK, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovsft 
Cauirok, JuSTck H, McCarthV, Pact. 
Lanob, I. W. graoah. J. H. SAt^Wt, 

PHOBBX ALLElf, S. J. BSCKKTT. L. RiTKRS 

Vine, and C P. Gordon CCkOmsc^ 
Crow^n 8vo. cloth, if. 6d, 



HOLMES (C. J., M.A.).*-Notas 
on the Sdeace of nrtnifi metlnj 

With Photogravure Fronttepiece. .Peaiy 

8vo. doth. 7j. 6 U net. jPrtHrtms, 



HOLMES (O. WENDELU-— 
The Antocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table, lllttstrated by |. GORDOS 
TuoMsoK. FiKE PArsR £i>nioy, pott 
8vo. doth, fiUt top, 2S. net.; leather, |^ 
edges, 3*. net. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 
Worics la Press and Vecse. Witli 

Life of the Author', Portrdit, and 300 
Illustrations. Crown 8V0, doth, -5^ 6d. 



HOOK'$ (THEODORE) Choice 

Hnnorous Works; indudine his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bom Mots, Puna, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frantiap&ece. 
Crown Svo/doth. 3^;. dd. 



HOPKINS (TIQHE), Novels by. 
For Freedom. Crown 8to, c/odi,6s. 

Crown 8vo, dotti, v. 6d. each. 
Twlxt Love and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventureiw . 
The Mutfents of Carrioonna. 
Nell Haffenden. AVith 8 lUustratlons. 



HORNE (R. HENaiST).-Orioii. 

with Portrait. Crown 8vo, doth, 7^^ 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. eadi. 

Bellamy the Madnlflcent. 
Xiord Cammarleitfh's Secret. 

Israel Ranki Crown 8vo. doth, 3i. 6d^ 
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nORNUNO (E. W.), Novels by. 

The Shadow of tlieBopo. Crown 

8vo, cloih . $s, 6d. 

. Crown 8vo, cloth, tu. encb. 
Btlngareo. | A Thlof in the Niglit. 



HUaO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbkbt 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, doth. 3*. Od. 



HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
The Lady From Mowhove. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth. 3j. 6d.', picture clolb. Hat back, 2s. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

•8vo. cloth, $s.6d. 
The Wheeliiig Li^t. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, gilt top, bt. 



HUNQERPORD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf. each ; 

pott 8vo, Illustrated boards, ax. each; 

cloth limp. 21. 6d. each. 
The Professor's Bxperiment. 
Nora Creina. 
Lii^ Yerner's Flight. 
I«ady Patty. I l»eter*s Wife. 
The Red-Hoase Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lover. 
Aprirs Lady. 
A Maiden AU Forlonu 
The Three Oraces. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. I A Modem Clroe. 
In Dura nce vile. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d, each. 
An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
The Com ing of Cthloe . | X«ovice. 

The Red*Honse Mystery. Popular 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6f/. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, $s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards. a«. each. 

The Leaden Casket* 

Self-Condemned. 

That Ot her Person. 

Mrs. JuUfrt. Cro\^-n 8vo7cloth, ^s. 6d. 



HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints 
00 Colt- Breaking. With 25 Itlustra- 
lions. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^r. 6d. 



HYAM50N (ALBERT).—A His- 
tory of tlie Jews In England. With 

16 Portraits and Views and a Maps. 
Dcmv 8vo,cloth, 4^. 6rf. net, 



HYATT (A. H.), Topoj?:raphIcal 
Anthologies by. Pctt 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top. ax. net each; leather, gilt edges, 
3x. net each. 

The Charm of London. 

The Charm of Bdin burgh. 

The Charm of Yenioe^ 



INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of 

Thkm. Crown 8vo. is. : cloth, is. 6d. 



INMAN (HERBERT) and 
HARTLEY A5PDEN.-The Tear of 
Kalee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, 



INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK 

(The) and Licensed Victualler's 
Manual. By J. Tbevor-Davuw. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 

the Queen's Hounds. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, is. (vi. ' 



JAMES (Q. W.).-Scraggles: 
The Story of a Soarrow. With 6 
IllustraUons. Post 8vlT clotji. 2s. Od. 



JAMESON (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead 5elf. Post 8vo. cloth. 2s. 6d. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8vo. cloth. 51. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 2s.6d. : Larok Typk, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, bioth. gilt top. ax. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, jx. net. Also a Nbw 
Edition, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. Clarke, crown 8vo, cloth, 5x. 
net : parchment, js. 6d. net. 

The Open Air. Post 8vo. cloth, ax. 6d. : 
Large Type, Fink Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, doth, gilt top. ax. net : leather, gilt 
edges, 3*. net Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by RUTU 
Dollman, crown 8vo, cloth, 5x. net; 
parchment. 7x. 6d. net. 

Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6x. : post 8vo, cl.. ax. 6d. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cl., 
gilt top, ax. net ; leather, gilt edges. 3x.net. 
Also a New Edition, with la Illus- 
trations in Colours by RUTH Dollman, 
crown 8vo, cloth, $s. net ; parchment, 
js. td. ntU 

Thia Pocket Richard Jefferies: 

being Passages chosen from the Nature 
Writings of JEFFERIES by Alfred H. 
HvATT, i6mo, cloth, gilt top, ax. net; 
leather, gilt top, jx. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 

By Sir Walter Besant. Cr. 8vo, cl. 6x. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 IllustraUons by J. Ber- 
nard PARTRIPGK. Fcap. 4tO. IX. 



JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 

Post 8vo. IX. each : cloth, ix. 6rf. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Househol d Horticultu re. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 
Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
8vo, cloth, IX. nct^ 



JOHNSTON •(R.).~The Peril of 

an linipire. Crown 8v o, cloth , 6x^ 

J0NE¥ (WILLrAM,~^F.S.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3x. td. each. 
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legend, 
ary, and Anecdotal. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

Crowns and Coronations. With 91 

lUuslralious. 
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JONSON'5 (BEN) Works* With 

Nutct amd Biographical Memoir by 
William Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
CUKKlKOHAM. Three Vols^ crown 8vo. 
cloth. V- 6*i. each. 



JOSEPHUS, the Complete 

WorkA of. TransUted by WiUJAU 
Whiston. Contaloing * The Aatiqiiitics 
of the Jcwt,' and 'The wars of the Jew*.* 
With 52 lUttrtrations and Map*. T\vt> 
Vols., d^mv Hvo. half'Cl oth. t ?i M. 

KEATING (JOSEPH).- 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 6». 



-Maurice. 



iCEMPLlNQ (W. BAILEY).-The 
Poets Royal of Eof land and Scot' 
land: Origioal Pocnu by Royal and 
Noble Persons. With Notes and t> Photo- 
^rsTure Portraits. Small Svo, parchment. 
6s. net ; vellum, 75. 6d. net. Also an 
Edition in Thb Kin'gs Classics (Na .if >. 



KERSHAW (MARK).— Colonial 
Pacta and PIctlona: Haaioro«is 
Sketches. Post Svo, illustrated boards. 
2s. : cloth. 2*. 6rf. 



KINQ (LEONARD W., M.A.), 

A History off Babylonia and Assyria 
from the Barliest Times antU the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps. 
Plans, and Ilhwtratlons after aU the 
principal Monumenla of the Period, In 
3 volumes, royal Svo, buckram. Each 
volume separately. iSt. net ; or persetof 
3 volumes, if subscribed for before the 
issue of Ynl. I. £7 124. 6rf. net. 
VoUI.— A History of Burner and 
Akkad : An account of the Primi- 
tive Inhabitants of Babylonia from 
the Earliest Times to nt>out B.C. 2003 
„ II.— A History of Babylon from 
the First Dynasty, about U.C. 2000. 
until the Conquest by Cyrus. B.C. 53a 
„ III.— A History of Assyria from 
the Earliest Period unUl the Fall of 
Nineveh. B.C. 606. jPrffiirinf 



KING (R. ASHE), NoveU by. 

Post Rvo, llluslralcd tjoards. 2*. 
'The Wearing of tiie Green.* 
Passion's ftlave . I Bell Barry. 
A Drawn Qame. Crown Svo. cloth. 

3 c. 6t/. : post 8vo, lllnsti^ted boards, is. 



KING'S CLASSICS (The) 

General I^^ditor, Professor I. Gollancz, 
Litt.D. Printeid on laid paper, i6mo. 
each with Frontispiece, 'gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth. 
IS. 6i. net each ; quarter vellum, cUuli 
sides, 75. 6d. net eacn; three-quarter 
vellum, s s. net each. 

Volumes now in course 0/ fublt cation : 

85. Wine, Women, and Sontf: 
Medinsvat I^atin Students' Songs. Trans- 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
bv John Addinoton Svmonds. 

86, 37. Geortfe Pettie's Petite Pal 
laoe of Pettie his Pleasure. 
Edited by Pr ( I Gollaki:^. 9 vols. 



K1NQ*S CLASSICS (Th»>-e.miznmfd 

88. Walpole'e Caatle of Otranfeo. 

By Sir Walter Scott. Wiin Intr * 
dnction and Preface bv lli^ Sl»ulK;itr>!i. 

89. The Poets Royal of Bntfland 
and Scotland. Original Pot^ms aj 
Kings and other R 'Tal azid N >We 
Persons, collected and eiited by W, 
Bajlst Kempllnx;. 

to. 81r Thomas More'e Utopta. 

Mitcd by KODKKT SncKLB, F.S^ 

<l.tChauoer*s Legend <»f Good 

Women. /» Modern En^lUk, with 
Notes and Introdtiction by I'toIcsmt 
W. W. Skkat. 
€2. Swift's Battle of the Books. 

Edited, with Noto and lulrtxlnct^cMA. by 

A. GUTHKELCH. 

43. air William Temple upon the 
Gardens cf Bpicnnia, wl&h 
other 17th Century Garden 
Bssays. Edited, with N«j(csand Imro- 
dactton, bv A. Fokhes Sievkkt\g.F3j\. 

€4. The Four I<ast Things, ^ S^r 
THOMAS liORE : together with A 
Spiritual Consolation and 
other Treatises by John Fxsuka. 
Bishop of Kochcslcr. Edited byDAXZEi. 
O'Connor, 

15. The Song of Roland. Translated 
from the o^d French by Mrs.CROSL%:«u. 
With Introduction by l*rof. Braxoln. 

46. Dante's Ylta Hoova. ibe 
Italian teat, with UANfS G. Kossetti s 
translation on opposite pa^ With lmn»- 
duction and Notes bv Prot. H. OkI-SKEic 

47. t Chaucer's Prologue and 
Minor Poems. 7m mod^m E^gsisk, 
with Notes and inttoductioa by FroC 
\J. W. Skkat 

46.tChauoer'B Parliament of 
Birds and Houise.of Fame. /« 
modtm En^isk, with Notes and lntro> 
dnction by Prof. W. W. Skxat. 

49. Mrs. Gaskell's Cranford. Wiih 
Introduction by R. Briuley Iohxsok. 

60.tPearl. An English Poem o€ the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, uith a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
by Professor I. Gon^NCZ. 

51, 58. King*a I«etters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by Robert Stkkle. F.SlA. 

53. The Bngllsh Correspoadenoo 
of Saint soniraoe. Translated and 
edited, with an Introductorv Sketch of the 
Ufe of St. Boniface. by E. I. Kyuk, MJL 

54, 55. The Bssays of Clia. Edited. 
with Notes. Iniroductiun, -&c^ by 
Thomas Seccomre, m.a. 

66. The CavaUer to his If^y ; 
Seventeenth Century- Lov-e Son^s. 
Edited bv F. SincwiCK. 

57. Asser*s Life of King Alfk^d. 
Edited by L C. Jane, M.A. 

58. Translations f^om the loe* 
landio. By Rev. \V. C. GREEK, MJV. 

69. The Rule of St. Benet. Trans- 
la od by Right Rrv. ARBor Oasqckt. 

60. Daniel's ' Delia ' and Drayton's 
* Idea. • Edited by ARV.NOEtl. Ks^Daile. 
M.A. 
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KING'S CLASSICS (yhe)-ceutinu^d. 
Ei^rlur Voluma in tht Stria «r/— 

1. Tbe Love of Books (Tb» Pbilnbihlon). 

2. •Six Dmnua of Oaldoroa (ritxUorald'i 

TraniUitlool. ( Doable voLi 
S. Chronicle of Joceiin of OrnketontL 
I 4. The Life of Sir Thomus More. 

s. Eikon BuHilike. 
' 4 Kiny^' Letters : Alfred to the eomlnf of 

the Taduri. 
7. Kiugs' Letter* : From the Tuilois to the 

Love Letters of Heory VJfl. 
K tObsaocr's Rniyht's Tale (Prof. Skkat). 
a tObancer'sUiiD of Law's Tsle (Prof.HKKAT). 
low 'tObsucer's Priorof s's Tsle (Prof. 6KIU.T), 

11. The Romsnce of Puike Piuwsrine. 

12. The Storj of <^inid itnd Pnyche. 

la Ivelyn's Life of MnrffarekGodoIiibla. 
14. Barlr LI res of Dante, 
li. The Kaistnff Letters. 

16. Polonius. By Bdvta&d PitsGi&ald. 

17. Nrdtoval Lore. 

U, The TUloa of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

8KSAT) 

19 Thetiulls Hornbook. 

sa *Tli^ Nun's Kale, or Aacren Riwie; (DoubU- 

vol.). 
SL The llemoirs of Robert Oarf , Barl of Mon> 

month. 
7%. Karly Lives of Oharlemafrne. 
sa Ci«'ero's * Priendahiiv' *01d A^e^* and 

•ftclplo's Dream.' ^ 

24 eWordswortU'tf Prelude. (Double roL) 
2.5. TUe Defence of Quenevpre. 
20.37. Browninif's Men and Women. 
7K Poe'n Poems, 
rw. 8liakesp4«re's Bonnets. 
Vix. CJcorge Bitot's Bllas Mamer. 
31. Goldsmiths Vicar of W»lr«(lHd. 
^2. Charles Reade's Peir Wofflugti>n. 
33. The IXoaseboM of Sir Tb«>iniiii Moriv 
M. Bappho : One Hundred L> rioa. By Blus 

0AJIMA5. 

« Nnmbera 2, SI and 14 are Donhle Volumes 
and Double Price. 

♦ Tbe Chaucer Vols., and also Xo. 80t may be had 
io stiff paper covers at !«. net cucb. 



KINQ'5 LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 
Tbe Mirrour of Vartua In World 
ly Oraataea, or Tha Ltfa of Sir 
Thomas Mora, Rni^t. By h*s 

son-in-Iaw, Wiluam Kopkk. los. 6d. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Blkon Basillka, tba Portralotura 
of Hi« Saorad Hajastla In hl« 
Bolitudas and SufTarintfa. 

Edited by. EDWAKD Almacc, KSA. 
£i ix.net. 

8hakaspaare*s OYld, balng 
Arthur Qoldin^s Translation 
of tha Matamorphosas. Edited 
by W. H. D. KOUSB, Lilt.D. £i lis. 6d. 
net. 

Tha Paroy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Bomancas. Edited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at ;^4 4^ . the set. (Volumes I. 
and II. issued; III. at Press; IV. in 
Preparation.) 

•»• Note. — Stp^h comflete setx of the ahore 
folioi rt'nain for saU» Price, per set, 
£7 17s, 6U tut. 



KlNa'5 LIBRARY QUARTOS 

(The\ 
Tha Alohamist. By Ben Jonson. 

Edited by H. C. HART. Ss- net ; Japan- 
ese vcUmn, £1 \s. net. 
Tha Gull's Hornbook. By Thomas 

DEKKEK. Edlied by K. B McKkkwow. 

51. net : Tapanc«c vellum, loj. Od. net. 
Tha Ba^tfar's Opara. By John Gay. 

Edited by Hamilton MacLeod. 51. 

net : Japanese vellum, xox. bd. net. 



KIPLINO PRIMER (A). Includ- 

ing Biographical and Critical Chapters 
an Index to Mr. KipUng's principal 
Writings, and Bibilograj>hies. By F. L. 
Knowles. With Two Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3*. (hL 



KNIQHT (WILLIAM and 
EDWARD). — The Patient'* Vade 
Mecam : How to Oct Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vu, 
cloth, U. tki. 



LAMB'S (CHARLE5) Complete 

Worlcs in ProKs and Verse, incUiHiu;' 
* Poetry for Child rea ' and ' Prince Donis.' 
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. Wiih 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the * Essay on 
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo (both Serits/, 
cloth. 3u. td. 
Tha Sssays of Ella. Finb Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, doih. gilt top, u. net ; 
leather, gill edges, ss. net 



LAMBERT (OBORUld). — Tiie 
President of Borsvla. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3*. bd. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
— Ttoe Thousand and One Nljrhts, 

commonly called in England Tha 
Arabian Nights' Bntartaln- 

mants. Translated from the Arabic 
and illustrated by manv hundred Engrav- 
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by 
E. S. Poole. With Preface by Stanley 
Lanb-Poolb. 3 Vols., 8vo, d., 221. 6<^ 



LEE (HOLMBj.~Le«:ends from 
Fairyland. With about 250 Iliu«. 
trationa by REGINALD L. and Horace 
J. Knowles, and an Introduction bv 
K. H. Fbebmantlb. Crovra 8vo, doth 
_ gil t. 51. net. 

LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
1 2 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 

5f- nct^ ^ 

LEHMANN (R. C.). — Harry 
Fladyer at Cambrldgre. and Conver* 
satlonal Hints for Vounff Shooters. 

Crown 8vo. 1*. ; cloth, is. bd. 



LEIQH (HENRY S.).-CaroU of 

Coclcayne. Crown 8vo. buckram. 5^. 

LELAND (C. a.).— A Manual of 

Mendinfi: and Repairinir. With Dia- 
grams. CroAU Svo, clt)th, 5$. 
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LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 
Madam* 5ana-Q«ne. Translated by 
John db Vilusrs. Pott 8to. doth, 
$f . 6d. I Ulostrated boards. 2s. ; POPnuut 
EDITION, medium 8vo. 6d. 



LESPlNASSe, JULIE DB. By 

the Marquis D^ StGUR. Authorised 
English Version, with a JPortrait Demy 
Hvo. cloth. 7s. 6d, net 



LEYS (JOHN KJ, Novels by. 
The LindaAya. Post 8vo. U^ust, bds^ss. 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. 6vo. ci.. 6s. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A Tragedy 

in Marble. Ctoxtn 8vo, cloth, 32. 6d. 



LINDSAY (HARRY). Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. doth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Bhoda B oberta. I The Jacohlto. 

Crown 8vro. cloth. 6x. each. 

Judah Pyeopoft, Paritaiu 

The Story of I<eali. 



LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by 
An Octave ot Friends* Crcwn Bvo, 

cloth. 3*. 6^^ 

Crown 8vo^ cloth, .v. Cd. each ; post Svo, Ulos- 
trated boards, zs. eadu 
Patricia Kemball. J lone. 
The Atonement of L«eam Dondaa. 
The mrorld V^ell JLoat. 12 lUnata. 
The One Too Many. 
Under which Lord ? With is musts. 
* My Love.' i Sowing the IVlnd. 
PaatonCarew. I Dolde BTcrton. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Bebel of t he Fam ily. 

Sowlntf the Wind. Cheap Edition, 
post Svo, cloth. 15. net, 

Patricia Kemball. Popuijut Edi- 
tion, medium Svo. 6d. 



LORIMER (NORMAj.—The 

Pagan Woman. Crown Svo. cloth. Ox. 



LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrasea. 

Post Svo. halt-parchment, ax. net 



LUCAS (E. v.), Books by. 
Anne*a Terrible Good Mature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. Buckland. and 
Coloured End - Papers and Cover by 
F. D. BEnronn. Cmwn 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

A Book of Verses for Children. 
With Coloured Title-page. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 6c. 

Three Hundred Oamea and Pas- 
times. By E. V. LLC AS and Elizabkth 
LrcAS. Pott 4to. cloth. 6s, net. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).--aideon 

Fleyce. Crown Svo, cloth, $$, 6d. ; post 
Svo. illustrated boards, zi. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory of England. Larcx Type. Fine 
Papbk Edition, in 5 vols, pott Svo, 
cloth, {;ilt top, 2s, net per vol. ; leather. 
gilt edjies, 3J. net per vol. 



MACCOLL (HUGH).— Mr. 

Stranger's 5ca|ed Packet. Oowa 

Svo, ctofh. 3s, 6d, ; post Svo; ilhntrst<4 
boards. %t. 



McCarthy^ JUSTIN), Books by. 
The BeAgn of Quaes Anseu* Tvo 

Vols., demy Svo, doCti, iz*. eac^ 
A History «>f the J^our Oaorgee 
and pf WlUlam th# FoiuS. 

Four Vols., demj' Svo, doti, lax. eacb. 
A History Of Qur Own X^mum 

from tbc Accession of Qocea Victorta to 
the Genoral Election of 1880.-* LostAST 
EDlTtOK. Four Vol8» demy^Srai; cJoflj, 
X2X. each.— Also the PopOLAB BUtncst, 
In Four Vols., crowa Sroi'doft, 6clcach. 
>-And the Jubilsx EDRioit,. with aa 
Appendix of Brents to O^e '«nd of 18K, 
in a Vols., demy Svo, doCh. 7-r. 6if. each, 

A History of Our Own Tim—, 
VoL v., from 1880 1» tW Diamood I otHftee 
Demy 8TO,(^otIi,ij»«.«*«roum<To, doth 6s. 

A History of Our Own Tim«B« 
Vols. VI. and Vlt.. from ^897 to Aocesskm 
of Edward Vil. 2 Veis.: dsmT Svo, cL, %4u 

A Short IgUatory > of Our O1 
Times, Irom tl^e Acce^^^iOn oT Qa 
Victoria to tlie Accession -cf .VSM^i 
Edwsnl Vlf. Nxw EDrriox. rrrted 
and enlarged. Cro\vn fivo, dotti. fgOt 
top, 6x. ; also the Porrrt-AR ESftttOH. 
post Svo. Cloth, u. 6d^\ ;ind the Chkap 
Editiox (to thcyear i8») j^ med. Svo, 6«iL 

Largb Type, fiHK Pap&r £otTxa>ia. 

Pott Svo, cloth, gttt top, 2X. set per vtoL ; 

leather, giltedjses. 3^ Qjct |}or vol. 

The Bel^ of Queen Anne, in i^VoL 

A Hlstoryof Che Pour Geortfea 

and of William TV., in a vol?. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
AccesiiOQ of Q. Victoria to 2897, in 3 Vols. 

Crown Svo, doth, 3x. 6(f. each ; post Svo. pld. 
boards, ts. each ; cloth limp, ax. 6d. caoh. 
The Waterdale Hel^bours^ 
My Bnemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Bazon. | lanley Roohfbrd. 
Dear lAdyDlsdain. I Tnamotator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With la lUmts. 
Donna Quixote. With xs lUustratiocs. 
The Oomet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. With u HlBBlrattpps. 
Oanaiola. 
Red Dia mond s. \ The Riddla BIb^ 

Crown 8\'0. cloth, jx'. 6d. each. 
The Thr ee Dls^raoes. i Mononla. 

•The Right Honourable.' Byjusnx 
M cCartuy and MRS. Caupbox Praebl 

Crown S vo. doth, ts, 

Julian Revelstone. Crown Svo. cloth. 



McCarthy (J. H.), Worteby. 
The French Revolution. (Oonsti- 

luent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 

deitTvSvo. doth, laf.each. •• 
An Outline of the RistoiV of 

Ireland. Crown 8va ir. : ck>th, ig.6rf . 
Ireland Since the Onion— 170S- 

1886- Crown Svo, doth, 61. 
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McCarthy (J. H.)-<*^///««^<i. 

Haflz in London. 8vo, gold cloth. 3s. 6d. 
Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo. 

ts. ; doth, IS. td. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo^ is, 
Dolly : A Sketch, Crown 8vo, i*. 
Lily Laas. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, i*. 6d. 
A London Legend. Cr. 8vo, doth. 3*, 6d, 



MACOONALD (Dr. QEORQE), 

Books by. ' 

Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Ten^VoIs., i6nio;clolh, gilt, in case, 2is. ; 
or separately, Gwlier cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Also a New Issue iu i6nio, cloth, fjili 
top, 2s. net per Vol. ; Icatlicr, gilt top, 3s. 
net per Vol. 
Vol I. Within and Without— The 

Hidden Life. 
n n. The Disciple -^ The Gospel 
Women— Book op Son.vets— 
Organ Sonqs. 
p' III. ViouN Songs— So.vGs op the 

DAYfe AND NlQHTS~A BOOK 

OP Dreams— Roadside Poems 
—Poems for children. 

« rV. Parables— Ballads — Scotch 
V.& vr. Phantasiesu [Songs. 

„ VII. The Poi^tent. 

» VIII. The LiGHt t>RiNcsss — The 
Giants Heart— Shadows. 

» I3C CRO8& t^RposBs— Golden Key 

CARASOYN— LrrTLEDAVUOHT. 

„ X. THE Cruel PAiNtER— The Wow 

. - o:Riw»k— THE Castle—The 

Broken Swords— The Gray 

. WOLE— UwcLE C ORNEUUS. 

FoeCleal Vorka of Oeorge Mao- 
Donald., a Vols.. cr.Svo, bncioram, izr. 

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo. cloth. 
$s. 6d. ; po«t 8vo, illostrated boards, 2s, 

LUltll.. Crown 8vo ; cloth. 6s . ' 

The Pooket OeoMe MaeDonaldi 

Passages Chosen by A. H.Htatt. i6mo, 
• doth gilt. ar. net ; leather ^It, 3r. net. 
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MACMICHAEL (J. HOLDEN).— 
The 5tory of Charinj; Cross and its 
Neiehboarfaood. With 3 Illostraiions. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7*. 6d. net. 



MAQIC LANTERN, The. and its 

Management. By T. C. HEPWORTii. 
'" Cr.S 



With IP lilusts. 



■.8vo, IX. ;cloth,ix.6rf. 



MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 
the Original, 3 ft. by afL. with Amis and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 5t. 



MACDONELL (AGNES).— 
Quaker Coasina. Post 8vo. boards, 2s. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

fey. Crown 8v6, cloth. 6s. each. 
A Blow over the Heart. 
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn. 
The Private Detective. 



Her Honour. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6d. 



MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.y.-Inter- 

lodes and Undertones. Cr.8vo,cloth.65. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM). —A 

Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo, cK)th, 6s. 

MACKENZIE (W. A.).— The 
Dreael lyream. Crown Svo, cloth. Os. 

MACLISE PortraitQallery (The) 
of Illustrious Literary Characters : 
85 Portraits bv Daniel Waclisk : 
with Memoirs by \VlLLlAM BATCii, B.A. 
Crown Svo, clolh, 35. OU, 



MALUOCK (W. H.), Works by. 
The New Republic. Post 8\-o. cioih. 
3*. 6d. : illustrated bonrds. 2*. ; Large 
Type, Fixe Paper Edition, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, zt. net ; leather, gilt cdgea, 
3*. net. 

Poema. Small 4to, parchment, 81. 
Is Lite Worth tdving? Crown 8vo^ 
buckram, 6s. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 
Mort d' Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. RANlfiNGw Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 



MARGUERITTH (PAUL and 
VICTOR), Noyela by. 
The Dlaaacer. Translated by P. Lees. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Crown 8ro, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Commnne. Translated by F. Lees 

and R B. Douglas. 
Tanlty. Translated by K. Sw West. With 

Portrait Frontispiece. 



MARIE DE MEDICIS and the 

Court of Praoce In the XVI 1th Cen- 
tury. Translated from the French of 
Louis Batifpol by Uart King. With 
a Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth. 7*. 6rf. net. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

hU Translations. .Edtted with Notes by 
Col. CuifJiNORAU. Cr. Svo, cloth, $s. 6d. 



MAR5H (RICHARp). — A 

5poiIer of Men. Cr. Svo. cloth, ss. 6ti. 



MA5SINGER'5 Plays. From the 
Text of William Gihi-ord. Edited by 
Col. Cuj^'lNGii AM. Cr. 8vo» cloth, 3^. 6d, 



MASTERMAN (J.) .—Half - a - 

dozen Daujrhters. Post Svo, bds., 2s 



MATTHEWS (BRANDER).-A 

Secret el the Sea. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 



MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3^ 6d. ench. 
Her Royal Hl^neaa Woman. 
Betiveen Oursalvea. 
Rambles In Womanland. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



20 

MEAUE (L. T.), Novels \iy. 
JL Soldier of FoFtune. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, >i. td. ; posi bvo. tliusL board*, aj. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6rf. each. 

The Voioe of the Charmer. 

In an Iron Grip. I Tlse Siren. 

Dr. RumBey'a Patient. 

On tlie Brink of a Chasm. 

The Way of a Woman. 

A Son o^ Ishmael. / 

An Adventuress. I Resebury. 

The Blue Diamond. 

A Stumble by the Way. 

This Troublesome World.' 



MEDICI SERIES (The) of Re- 

r rod fictions in Colour from tbo «'ld 
Masters. Fc-r ink>rmation in rcftard 
lo Ibis important >crics, sec lUusUatied 
Prospectus to be had upon application. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo. pure rag 
paper, boards. 51. net per voL ; leather, 
with clasps, 7«. ()d. ne^ per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
liovers. Translated from the Middic 
French of Chkistinb ds Pisan. with 
Notes by Alice Kemp-Welch. W«*od- 
cut Title and 6 Fbotofravures. 

a. Of the Tumbler of oar Lady, 
and other Miraolea. Traasiateu 
irom the Middle French of Gautibr DK 
CoiNCi. &c.. with Notes and Introduction 
by ALICE Kbmf-Wklcu. Woodcut Titlt 
and 7 Photogravures. 

8. The Chatelaine of Vertfl. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French by AUCK 
Kkmp- Welch, >\ith the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brakoik. 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

<. The Babees* Book. Edited from 
Dr. FURNiVAix's Texts, with Notes, bv 
Kdith RicKERT. Woodcut Tide and 6 
Photogravures. | 

5. The Book of the Divine Con- 
BOlatlon of Saint Angela da 
Folltfno. Tranklated from the Italian 
by MARY G. Steriimanx, with Intro- 
duction by Algar Tuorold. Woodcut 
Title and reproductions of Woodcuts. 

6. The Letfend of the Holy Flna, 
Virgin of Santo Oemlniano. 

Translated from the 14th Century MS. 
of Fra Giovanmi di Coppo, by M. 
Mansfield. Woodcut Title and 6 Photo- 
gravures. 

7. Barly English Romances of 

Love. Ktlitcd in Modem Eiuh-h by 
Et'lTH RlCKEKT, 6 Photogravures. 

8. Barly Bngllsh Romances of 
Friendship. Edited in M(«dcni 
iiiiiilish. with Notes, by Edith Rickkkv 
5 Phi>'ngravurc». 



MINIATURE OLD MASTERS 

In Colour, at small prices. A Prospectus 
mav be had. 



ME LB A: A Biography. By 

AONBS M. Murphy. Wi.h Chapter bf 
MAnAUK Mklba on The Art of mvg- 
IKO andon Thk SELEcnox of Mrsic *s 
A PROFFSSiON.Por raits.and Illostratiov. 
Demr «vn. cloth. 1 At. net. [Prrf>a»^ r r. 



MERRICK (HOfr'E). — When a 
OlrPs Enraged. Cr. Syg. clotn. gs.eJ L 



MERRICK (LEONARD), NoveU 

l!he Man who ivas Good. Ctova 

8vo. ci., 3 j. 6tL ; post 8vo, U iu&t. bds. a*. 
Crown 8va, cloth, ■»!. f»ti. eacfti. 
C arnthia. \ This Staige oT Foolfc 



MEYNELL (A L I C E5.— The 

Flower of the Mind : a Choice 
tLOkonz the Best Poeois. In ttanu, 
c oth. iixU. aj. n I ; lea'ner, ^ n^. 



MILLER (Mr*. F. FENWICK). 
— Ptaysiolory for the Yoanir: The 
HoaseofLlfe. Iilusis.Pos>t6voicL.S5.eki. 



MINTO (WM.).— Was She Good 

or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, is, 60. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown «vo, cloth. $s. 6rf. each. 
The I«one atar Rush. Witb&Uiusti. 
Only a Hitf er. 
The Belf o rte of Cnlben , 
Crown Svo. picture cloth. Oat backs, ms, each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snowa. 

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NoveU 

by. Crown Svo. doth. 3*. 6d. each. 
Benshaw Fannin^s Queat. 
Triumph of Hilary Blaohlnnd, 
HavUan d's Chum. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each ; picture doth, 
flat back, 21. each. 
The Luok of derard Rldtfeley.- 
The Kin Ce Jlssegal. With 6 lunsla 
The Qun-Runner. Cr. Svo, cl. ss, 6d:; 

Cheap Edition, medium Svo., 6d, 
HarleyOreenoak's Chartfa. Crown 

8vo. cloth. 6*. 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). — 
Hathercoart Rectorv. Crown firo, 
cloth. 3J. 6d. ; post Svo. iUust. boards, as. 



MOLIERE: A Biography, by 

H. Cw CnATFIKLl>-TAYLOR. With Intio* 
duction by Prof. T. F. Crane, and 10 
Illustrations by Job. Royal Svo, bock- 
ram, ios.6,L net ^ 

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTt^TT^ 

The Abdication : A Drama. With 7 
Etchi ngs. Imperial 4to. tn ickram. au. 

MORROW (W. C.).— Boiiemliin 
Paris of To- Day. With 106 llhwis^by 
Ei>OL!AU!) CocUEL. Small tlcniy Svo,cl.,ta. 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by 

Crown 8vo, clofh. 3*. 6J. each. 
Baslle the Jester. 
Youn^ Lochlnvar* 
The Golden Idol. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Dead Man's Seoret. 
Prom the Bosom of the Deep. 

Btorles Weird and Wonderfitl. 

Post avo, i II u8t. boards. Xf. ; c:oih. «. 0/. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

With 12 Illustrations by St^^ley L 
Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. ; picture 
cloth fiat back. zs. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cU>th, 3.f. (</. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each 
A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Goat. With la Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With ^ IlIuatraMons. 
Val Strantfe. I A Wasted Grime. 
A CapfUl o* Nails. I Hearts. 
The Way of the IHTorld. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. td, each. 
This LitUe World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. % 
Tales in Prose and Verse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
Y.C.; A Chronicle of Crisilc Barficld. 



Verona's Father. Crown 8vo. cloth, (is. 
His Gwn Ghost. Crown 8vo. cloth. 

ys. (vl. : picture cloth, fl.it bacJc^ai. 
Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition. 

medium 8vo. 6d. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
HENKY HERMAN. Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, ts. each. 
One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias. With Illustrations 

by A. FORESTIKR and G. NicoLET. 



MURRAY (HENRY), NoveU by. 

Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d. each. 
A Game of Bluff. 
A, Song of Sljcpence. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY) 
from tbe Enemy. Fcp. 8% 



Taken 

Enemy. Fcp. ^vo, pic.cov..ij. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

*Bail Up I' Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6fl.: 
post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2^. ; 
POPDLAR EDITION medium 8vo, 6d. 

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post Svo. 
Illustrated boards, 2s, 



NORDAU (MAX).-Morganatlc: 

A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth 
L eb. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt ton. f\s. 

NORRIS (W. E.). Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6rf, each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated bo.irds, 2s. each. 
Saint Ann' s. I B lUy Bellew. 
Miss Went worth's Idea. Crown 8vo, 

doth. 3^. 6rf. 

OUIDA, Noveis^by^ Crown~8vo; 

doth. 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, iUUstrated 
boards. 2s. each. 



Tricotrin. 

Rufllno. 

ochmar. 

Frescoes. 

W^anda. 

Ariadne* 

Pasoarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

)dalia. 

Blmbi. 

Blifna. 

Friendship. 

Ottilderoy. 



>orf < 

:ii Castlemaine's 



: of Flanders. 



A Dotf 
Cecf 

Gatfe. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags* 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Villaife Commune. 
In a Winter Cicy. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipiserello. 
Two Offenders. 



Crown 8v(), daih. 3*. itd. each. 
A Rainy Juno . I The M assarenes. 

Popular Edition's, medium fivo. ft/, eucu. 



Moths. 
Fuck. 
Tricotrin. 
Chandos. 
Ariadne. . 



Under Tw^o Flatfs. 
Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 
The Masvarenes. 

Friendship. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes* 

Idalia. 1^ Othraar. 

Syrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.: po^t 

8vo. picture cloth, flat bade, a^. ; lUus- 

traten hoards. 2s. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Larob 
TvPK Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, i*. net ; 
leather. 1*. 6d. net. 

The Waters of Bdera. Crown 8vo, 
cloJh, 3s. td. : pjclure'cloth, fl;»t tmck, 2s. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 

from the Works of Ouida by F. SydnsT 

Morris. Post 8vo. cloth. 54.— Chkap 

Kdit iox. ilhistr at<*d h oards. 2s. 

OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 
Doctor Rameau. Post 8vo. iUustratcd 

hoards. 2.t. 
A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6J. ; 

post 8vo. illustrated tward^, 2s. 
A l4ast Love. Po^> 8v'>. illust. bds., m. 

Crown Hvo. doih, 3s. 6d, each. 
Love's Depths. 
Tne ItA oney-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, t)j. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
The Con^ueress. Translated by P. 

RoTHWKf.L. 

OLD AGE PENSIONS ACT, The 

Complete Guide to the. ByCLRMK.\t 
Kdwards. M.P. and Krnkst Lksskr, 
Itarristers - Tit - Law. Crowu 8v«i, is,', 
cloth, I*. Ui. 
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OLIPHANT (Mrs.). Novels by. 

Pott Pvo. illnstratod hoards, zj. each. 
The Pplinros« Patli« 
Tli« OrMttest BTeiraM In England. 

Wtalteladtot, Crown Svo. cloth, with 12 

Illustrations, 3s. td. ; post Svo, bds^ as. 
The 8oro«ress« Crown Svo, cloth, zs.td. 



05B0URNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3*. (xL, each. 
Tbe Motorm«Alac«. 
Tbree Bpaeda Forward. With 

Illustrations. 



OSHAUQHNESSY (ARTHUR). 
Poems by. 
Muslo ft Moohllght. Fcp. Sva cl., 7'. ^J. 

I«ays of Pranoe. Cr. 8vo, doth, los. 6J. 



PAIN (BARRY).~-Eliza's Hu5- 

bMl4. Fcap., Svo, IS. ; cioth. u. 6(/. 



PALMER (W. T.), Books by. 

Crown Svo. cloth, with Fruntift.. 64. each. 
Iiake Country Rambles. 
In I<ak«land Dells and Fells. 



PANDURANO HARI; or. 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartlk Frlkb. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, aj. 



PARADISE (The) or Garden of 

the Holy Fathers: Histories of the 
Anchorites. Keel uses. Caeuobite% Monks, 
and Ascetic Fathers of the Deserts of 
Ei*ypt, between about a.D 2«;o and <oo. 
Compiled by Athakasius, Palladius. 
St. Jerome, and others. Traosfatcd 
from the Syriac, with an Intro- 
duction, by E. A. Wallis Budge, LiltD. 
With a Frontispieces, a vols, large crowii 
Svo, buckram, i$a. net. 

PARIS SALON. The Illustrated 

Catalosrae off the. With about 300 illus- 
trations. Published annually. DySvo, 35. 



PAYN (JAME5), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated bo.-irds. 2$. each. 
I«ost 81r Massln^berd. 
The Olyffiards of Glyffe. 
A County Family. 
I^ess Black tnan We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 For Cash Onlyc 

Hltfh Spirits. I Sunny Stories. 
A Oonfldential JLtfent. 
A Grape ft*om a Thorn. 12 llhisti. 
The Family Soapetfraoe. 
Holiday Tasks. | At Her HeTcy. 
The Talk of the Town, i^ icuois. 
The Mystery of Mirbridfto* 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt MilUon. 
A Tryinf Patient. 
Gwendoline's Uarrest. 



PAYN {ihffiBSy-ecftiimuM. 

Post Svo, iUnstrated boards, «. esch. 
Humorous Stories. { 'Fraax BzUbl 
The Foster Brothers. 
Harried Beneath Him. 
BentiBok:*s Tutor. 
Walter's Word. ( Fallen Fortnaas. 
A Perf eot Treasure. 
I^lke Father. Like Son. 
A Woman's Vengeanoe. 
Carlyon*s Year. 1 CeofTa Tryst. 
Murphy** Master. 
Some Prirate Vievrs. 
Found Dead. I Mirk Abbeiy. 

A Marine Residenoe. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Mot Wooed. But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds ] 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. I What He Coat Heon. 
Kit : A Bfunory. 1 .Under One RooL 
Glow- Worm Tal^ 
A Pvinoe of t l»e Blood * 

A Modcnr~Dick WJHittlntfton. 

Crown Svof doth, ^VJ•»hP^^tza:l kA Aua.>jc 

Zs.6d.', plct\ire cloth, aat back. zs. 
The Burnt Million. Cbsap Editk», 

post SVo, clolh. u. net. 
Motes fi!*om the ' Hews.* CrQt%*n »ra^ 

cloth, u. 6d. 

Popular EDmojB. medimn Svo, €«£. 
Lost Sir Massingherd. 
mralter's Word. 
By Proxy. 



PAYNE (WILL). ^ Jerry tke 

Dreamer. Cmwn Svo. doth. ^j:. r«e. 



PAUL (MARGARET A.).*TOefitle 

Slid simple. Crown Svo. doth, 3«. 6d, i 
post Svo. uiostrated boards, zs. 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain B.).— The Best of the Pna. 

With 8 Coloured lUustratioas aad 48 
others. Medium Svo. doth. 6<. aet. 



PENNY (F. EO, 



Novels by. 

each. 



Crown Svo, dothi 
The Sanyasi. I Dilys. 
Caste andCreed, [TheTea-Plantar. 
The Inevitable Law. 
Dark Corners. 



PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth, 6t, each. 
The Waters of oestruotion. 
Red ReooMls. 

Crown Svo, clolii, 3*. 6d^ each. 
A Free Solitude, i Easlof Snaa. 

The Stronger Claim. Crown Svoi, 
doth, 3J. 6d.; POPCTLAK Eomox, 
medhim Svo. td. 



PHELPS (E. S.).— Jack the 

Fisherman. Illustrated by C W. 
Reed. Crown 8ro. doth, ij. 6<f. 

PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, doth, 2^ td. 
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PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).~Fainous 

Vloli&lsts and Pine Violins. Crown 

8vo, doth, 5f. ' 



PHOTO-RELIEFS: Plaques re- 
producing Delia Robbias, and other 
»object». Sec Special Prospectut. 



PILKINQTON (L. L.).— Mallen- 

dcr*a Mistake. Crown 8vo, cloth. (>s. 



PLANCHfi (J, R.).— Songs and 

Poems. Edited by Mrs. Mackarness. 
Crown 8ro. cloth, 6*. 



PLAYS OF OUR FORE- 
FATHBRS.and some of the Tradi- 
tions upon wlilcli they were foucded. 
By C. M. Gayley, LL.D. Wlih numerous 
niustritions. Royal 8vo. cloth. laj. 6d. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Lives of lllus- 

trlons Men. With Ufc of Plutarch 
by J. and W. Lanohoxxis, and^'Por- 
traits. Two Vols.. 8vo. ha lf-cloth , lOi.W. 

POE'S (EDdAR~ALLAN) Choice 
Worlcs: Poems, 5tories, Essays. 

With an Introduction by CharLES 
Baudeuiirb. Crown 8vo. clotJi. ^j. 6d. 



POLLOCK (W. H.).— The Charm, 
and Other Drawing* Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Besan-t and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, clof h. $t. td. 



POTTS (HENRY). -His Final 

Flutter. Cro wn 8vo, cloth, 6*. 

PRAED~(Mrs.~CAMPBELL). 

Novels by. Post 8vo^ ill us. boards. 2s. ea. 
The Rpmanoe of a Station. 
The Soul ofjOountess Adrian. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td, each ; post Zvo, 

illustrated Uoarils, u. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Tregaa kiss. W Hh 8 IlIustration>i. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. td. each. 
Nulma. I MadaoM Isan. 
* As a Vateh In the Nitfht.* 
The Lost Barl of HI Ian. 

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition. 
post 8vo. doth. I J. net. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valentina. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6d. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. Crown 8vo,cIoth, 31. 6d, each. 
Saay Star Lessons. With Star Maps 

for every Night in the Year. 
Flowers Of the 8ky. With 55 IQusts. 
Familiar Solence Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
The Universe of Sons. 

Saturn and Us System. With 13 

Sttcl Plaits, Demv >»vi% cloth. 6.-. 

Watfes and Waints of Science 
workers. Crown 8vo, is. OJ. 
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PRYCE (RICHARD). — Miss 

Max weirs Affections. Crown 8yo, 
cloth, 3x. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 



RAPPOPORT (A. S., M.A,).— 
The Curse of the l^omanovs: A Study 
of the Reigns of Tsars Paul I. and 
AlcKandcr I. of Russia. 1796-1825. With 
33 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, i6s. net. 



RBADE*S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition*, In Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vq, cloth, 3^. 6d each. 

Peg VotBntfton; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Gash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir WALTER Besaxt. 

* It Is Never Too Iiate to Mend.* 

The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth; and Single- 
heart and Doublefoco. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Lontf. 

The Double Marriage. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation* 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

The JUt: and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Readlana; and Bible Characters. 



Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Petf WoAntfton. i A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
* It U Never Too Late to Mend.* 
The Course of True l^ove Never 

Did Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades; James Iiambert. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Douhle Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. I Readlana. 
Foul Play. I GrlfBth Gaunt. 
Put Yourself In His Place. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Slngleheart and DoublefBMe. 
Good Stories of Man, &c. 
The Jilt ; and other Stones. 
A Perilous Secret. 



Large Type, Fine Paper EDrnoKs. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each : leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 
The CloiBtor and the Hearth. With 
32 lllnstrations by M. B. Hkwerdink. 

*It is Never Too I<ate to Mend.* 
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READB (CHAi;tLES)-c4>nti»uid. 
Popular Editioks, medlam 8vo. 6d. each. 
The Otolst«F and tbe Hemrtb. 
* It is Never Too E«ate to Mend.' 
Foul Play. ! Hard Caah. 
Petf Wofflngton; and Clirlstle 

Johnstone. 
QrifRtli Gaunt. 
Pus Yourself in His Plaoe. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage.- 
Love Me i^ttle, Xtove Me hongi 
A Perilous Secret. 

The Wandering Heir. Large Type 
Edition. fcap.Svo, cloih, is. net ; leather, 
1 1, bd. net 
Bible Characters. FcAp. 8vo. i^ 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With 16 Phoiogravurc and 84 hall-tiMie 
lUustratloDs by Matt B. Hkwerdine. 
Small 4tn. cloth. 6f. neL Also in prepara- 
tion, a New Koition. uith 20 lUustra- 
t on« in 4 Colours and 10 in Hlack and 
White by Byam Sbaw. R.I. Demv 8vo. 
cloth. 101. 6d. net: LARGE PAPER 
Edition, parc.^n1el t. 2xs. net. 



RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth. %t. dd. each. 
The Man who Lost his Past. With 

50 Illustrations bv TOM UROWNE, R.I. 
The Bayswater Miraole. 

Crown 8vo. cJoth. ds, each. 
The King's CounseL 
Bemi-8ooiety. 
There and Back. 



RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 

8vo. cloth, jt. (vl. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
is. (ki. ; post Hvo. picture boards, as. 

Post 8vo. Illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Partyc 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 

^alry Water. | Idle Tales. 

*IIer Mocher's Darling. 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. (xd. each. 
Barbara Dering. 

Meriel : A Love biory. 



ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, a.v. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo. 

cloth. 35. (id. ; post «vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
The Woman in the Oarlc. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 3.t. 6/. : post 8vo. illust. bd.«.. 2s. 



ROLFE (FR.). Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth fit i.ich, 
Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarqutnio. 



ROLL OP BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: A List of Principal Warriors wSio 
came from Normandy with UlTUham rte 
Cooqocror, to66. InGoldand ColourskSi. 



ROSENQARTENCA.).— A Haiid- 

booic of Arcfaitectenil styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collbtt-Samdars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. Sro, ck>Cli. 7s. ^L 



ROSS (ALBERT).— A Sa^ar 

PrIacesA. Crown Svo. doth. 3*. CU: 



ROWS ELL (MARY C.>— 
Monsieur de Paris. Crown 8\a, 

cloth, 3j. td. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, doth. 31. 6tf. cscti : 
post 8vo» iUcotrated boards, ^s, cadii 
doth. XT. 6d. each. 

Round the Oalley-FIr^. 

In the Middle Watdi. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Yoyage to the Capo. 

A Book for the Hammook. 

The Mystery of the * Ocean Btiip.* 

The Romanoe of Jenny Hartoig>. 

The T«ae of the Ten. 

An Ocean TMtgedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 

Alone on a Wide W^ide Seft» 

The Good Ship ' Mohoolc* 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the ManT i Heart of Oak. 

The Convict Ship. 

The Laet Entry. 

Crown 8vo. doth, yt. 6d, eacb. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 
The * Pretty Polly.' With 12 IilnstT». 

tions by G. E. Robkrtsom. 
Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 

The Convict Ship. Popular Eomox. 
medium 8vo, 6d. 



RUSSELL (HERBERT).— True 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d, 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 
A Country Sweetheart. Ciowa 8t^ 

picture doth, tiii back, zs. 
The Drift of Fate. Crown 8tq^ doth. 
$s. 6d. ; picture doth. Rsd back, as. 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 
Davies. With Illustrations coloured by 
hand. Royal 8vo, doth, its. net. 



RUNCIMAN (JAS.). Stories by. 
Schools ttnd ScholarB. Post tCu. 

c!v)lll. ■:^s. 6 I 

Skippers and Shellbacks, Crown 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluessclbiirg). By T. 
P. YOUVATSHKV. Translated by A. S. 
Rapi»opokt. W.A., author of ' The Curse 
of the Romanovs.' With numerous l!lus- 
trationa. Demy 8vo, cloth, ^s. td, net. 



5AINT AUBYN (ALAN), Noveld 

by. Crown 8vo. clolh, 35. (id. each ; pool 
8vo. illustrated boards, 2*. each. 

A FeUow of Trinity. With a Note 
bv Oliver Wendell Holmks. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard I>amerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's* 

In the Face of the World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6ii. each. 
The Wooing of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragio Honesrmoon. 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Bonnie Maggie Lander. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mary Unwin. With '^ ntiKtrations. 



SAINT JOHN XBAYLE). — A 
L.evsntioe Family. Cr. 8vo, d^ 34. bti 



SALA (Q. A.).— Gaslight and 

Oayllflrht. Post 8vo, iUuslratcd boards, 2^. 



SALMON (A. L.).— Literary 
Rambles in the West of Ensriand. 

With a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 6f.ner 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present 

By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavaxagh. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2x. *. cloth, 21. 6d. 



SECRET OUT SERIES (The). 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4^. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand TricIcK 
with Drawing-room or White Maeic. 
By W. H. CREXJElt With 300 En- 
gravings. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection nf 
Graceful Ans, Games, Tricks, Puzz'ex, 
and Charades. By FuANk Belle w. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky- Panky : Very Easy Tricks, Very 
Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Ckemer. With 
300 Illustrations. 

The Magician's Own Book: Per- 

iomiances with Cups and Bills, Egcs. 
Hals. Handkerch'cfs, &c Edited b\ 
W. H. Cremkr. With 2CO Illustrations. 

The Complete Art of Firework- 
Making: or. The PyrotechnistV 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations, ts^dd. 



SERaEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cl"i»i. 3v. bd. eacJi, 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Bndicott'B Experiment. 

The Missing Bllxabath. Crown 8vo, 
cloih. 6*. 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket size, clolh. jiilt t»jp, 2j. net per 
Vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3j. net per Vol. 
By Sir Walter Besaxt. 

liOndon. I Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In col!aboration with Pn f. 
E. ri. Palmer.) 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

Sir Richard Whlttlngton. 

Oaspard de Coligny. 

By Rodert Buchanan. 

The Shadow or the Sword. 

By ilALL Caine. 
The Deemster. 

By WiLKIK COI.LIXS, 

The Woman in White. 

By DANIEL Dekok. 
Robinson Gmsoe. With 37 Illos- 
trations by G. Cruikshaxk. 

By Charles Dickens. 
SpeeoheS. Wtth Porlrait. 

By ACSTIN DOIJSON. 

Bighteenth Century Vignettes. 
i'Urce Series, each Illustrated. 
By Thomas Hardy. 
Under the Greenwood Tree* 

By Bret Harts. 
Condensed Novels. 

By Oliver Wendell Hoij^rvq. 
The Autocrat of the Brenkfast* 
Table. lUustraied by J. G. Tiivjm.s<<n. 
Compiled bv A. H. Hvatt. 
TheOharmof IconAon: An Antiioio-^. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Yenlco. 

Hv Richard Ikffkries. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near Xiondon. 

By Charles Ij^mb. 
The Bssay s of Ella. 

By lORD Macaulay. 
History of Bngland, in 5 Volumes. 

Bf Ju?4\«N McCarthy. 
The Reign of Oneen Anne, in t Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William lY., in a VoLs. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q. Victot a to 1897, in 3 Vols. 
By George MacDokald. 
Worksof Fancy and Imagina ion 
iu 10 Vols i6<rto (Vq\ List, see p. 19.) 
By W. H. Uklu ch 
The New Republio. < 

By Charles Reads 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

72 Hhmtratinns bv M. H. Hewbrdini. 

*It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
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ST. MARTIN'3 UBRARY-cmtinueJ. 

Bv HoiiRRT UtVlS ST£VKNS0N. 

An Inland Voyatfa. 
Tpavels with a Donkey. 
Mamoriaa and Portroitflt 
Vlrtflnibus Pa«rlaqua« 
Men and Books. 
Mew Arabian MltfhU. 
Across the Pialns. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the Booth Soas. 
Collected Pcc^zna. 

By H. A. Tainr. 

History of Bnglish Literature, la 

4 Voli. With 32 Portraits. 

By Mark Twain.— Sketchos. 

By Walto.v and Cotiks. 

The Complete Angler. 



SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 

Crown 8v<). cloth, 6s. each. 
The Magic of To-Morrow. 
Comet Chaos. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

(The). Pakt I. 

THS OLD-8PELLINO 
BHAKB8PBARB. 

In Forty Volumes, demy 8 vo, cloth, 
2f. 6d. net per vol. : or Library Edition 
(to be subscribed for only la sets), pore 
rag paper, half-parchmeat, 5*. net per 
vol. To be issued at short Intervals. 

The Works of William Shakespeare 
with the spelling of the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with biicf Introductions and Xotcs, by F. 
J. FUR-N'IVALL, M.A.. D,Utt,, and F. W. 
CLARKE, M.A. A list of the volumes 
already published may be bad. 
Part II. 

THB BHAKESPBARB CLASSICS. 
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, 2*. td, net per vol. ; whole 
jiold -brown velvet p>ersian, 41. net 
per vol. ; also 500 special sets on larger 
paper, half parchment, gilt tops (to be 
subscribed for only in sets), $i, net. per 
vol. Each volume with Frontispiece. 
X. Lodge's 'Rosalynde': the 
original of Shakespearo^B * As 
You Like It." Edited by W. \V. 
Gkkg, M.A. 

2. Greene's * Pandosto,' or * Doras- 
tus and Fawnla ' : the original 
of Shakespeare's * Winter's 
TalQ.' Editetfby P. G. Thomas. 

3. Brooke's Poem of * Romeus and 
Juliet' : the original of Shake- 
speare's 'Romoo and Juliet.' 
Edited bv P. A. UaKML. Modernised 
and re-cditcd by J. J. MUNRO. 

4. *Tho Troublesome Reign of 
King John ' : the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as «Klng John.' 

Edited by F. J. FUKNiVALL, D.Ult. 



SHAKESPEARE LlB^ARY-^ecni, 

Tub Smakksprark Classics--^ ^ntimiud. 

5,6. 'The HistiMT of Hamlat': 
With other Dooomoata ntustratlw of 
the touioes of Shakspeare's Ptar. aad a« 
Introductory Skndr at the Lbguii> of 
Hamlrt by Prof. I. (^ouAjacz. 

7. * The Play of King lAfr ana His 
Three Daughtars ' : the old play 
on the sobJoot of King Juostf. 
Edited by SlDN'RT Lkk. D.Uft. 

8. 'The Tamlntf of a Shrew*: 
Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
In ' The Taming of the Shrew.' ifdttcd 
hv Professor F. S Boas, M.A. 

9. The Sources and Antalotfnea of 
« A MldsummerNlght*a Dreaaa.' 

Edited by Frank SiDCWiCK. 

10. *The Famous Tlctorlea of 
Henry Y,' 

11. * The Meaax^mi*: thooFitftnal 
of Shakespeare's 'Comedy of 
Brrora.* LaUn texi, With the KUe^* 
bethan Translatioc Edited by W. U. r. 
ROITSK. LlttD. 

13. * Promos and Cassandra*: 
the source of 'Measuvo fte 
Measure.' Edited by H, C. Harx. 

13. * Apolonlna -and 6I11&*: the 
source of .'Twelftii NighC Edited liy 
MORTOjr Luck. 

14. ^The First Part df the GoAtan- 
tion betwixt the taro Cajnooa 
Bouses of Ycupk v&d Lancsta- 
ter.' and • Tho Tnie Sragedy of 
Richard, Duke of .Toric': tke 

oriiilndls of the second audlhiril pstds at 
•KlttgHnnryVf.' Bdited by H. C. HART. 
!<;. The Souroes of ' ThaTempet>* 
lo. The Sources of 'Cymbolino,* 

17. Th*^ Souroes and An&logvee 
of * The Merohant of YoaOoa.' 

Edited by ProfeMor I. <k>u.A>ic:£. 

18. Romantic Tales : the sonrcca of 

* The Two Geattenicn ot Verona/ * Mccry 
Wives,* 'Much .Ado abont Nothtc£.' 

• All's Wen that End^ Well." 

19.20 Shakespeare's Plntayah : tiw 
sources of *juU us Caesar,' 'Antony and 
Cleopatra,* ' Coriolaeua,' and *Tfaacm.' 
Edited by C F. Tuckkr B rooks, UJL 
Part 111. 

THB LAMB SHAKESPBARB 
FOR YOPNQ ^BpPI«B. 
With Illustrations and Music. Based on 
Mary AND Charles Laub'sTai.xs from 
Shakespeare, an attempt being made 
by Professor I. Gollakc^ to inserTwithm 
the setting of prose those soeccs and 
passages from the Plays with'which Mjk 
young reader should cariy become ac< 
quaintc-d. The Music amazed by T. 
MAS^j^ Haadt. Imperial lOcno^t^it. 
u. td. net per VoL ; leather, is, (id. nert per 
vol. ; Special School Edition, linen, hi, 
net per vol. 

T. The Tempest. 
IK As You Xdke It* 

III. A Midsummer Mlght*a Draiutt. 

IV. The Merchant of Yenloo. 
V. The Winter's Talo. 

VI. Twelfth MUtlkt. 



Digitized by 



google 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C 



rj 



SHAKESPEARB LIBRARY-f<>»/. 

The Lamb '!»\\k^\^tjkXS,— continued, 
vii. Cymbellne* 
VJll. Romeo andJuUet. 
IX. Macbeth. 

X. Muoh Ado Atyont Rotblntf. 
XI. A Life of Shakespeare for the 

Young. ^_ 

XII. An Bvenlng with BhakO' 
speave: lo Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Masksu, Uardy, and Illustrations. 
Cloth, aj. net ; leather. 34. 6^. net : 

line n, n. 6rf. net. 

Part IV. 
SHAKBSPEARB'S BHQLAHD. 
A series of x-olumcs illustrative of the life, 
thought, and letters of England in the tinl€ 
of Shakespeare. The first Volumes are— 
Robert Laneham'e I«etter,describing 
part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen EUsabeth at Kenllworth Castle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr. Furni- 
VALL, and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
cloth. Jr. net. 
The Rotfnea and Vatfabonde of 
Shakespeare's Toutn : reprints of 
Awdeley's ' Fraternltye of Vacabondes,' 
Harman's 'Caveat for CommonCursetors.' 
Parson Haben's or Hybcrdyne's ' bermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery/ &c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
troduction, by Edward Vilbs and Dr. 
FURNIVALL. Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 
Shakespeare's HoUnshed: a reprint 
of all the passages in Hollnshed's 
'Chronicle' of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. Boswhll 
Stone. Royal 8vo, cloth, lo* 6«/. net. 
The B<K>h of Bltsabethan Yerse. 
Edited, with Notes, b^- William 
Stanlit Braithwaitk. With F'rontis- 
piece and Vipnette. Small crown 8vo, 
clolh, 6t. net : vellum jrtlt, I2j. td. net. 
The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Mkjrlnts of all references to Shakespeare 
and his Works before the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. Ixqlkby, Miss 
L. TOULMIN 3>iiJii, Dr. FURNIVALL, and 
1. I. MUXRO. Two vols., roy. 8ro. 
Harrlson*s Ddsorlption of Bntf- 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
I.-III. as issued by the New Shakspere 
jMTciety. Edited by Dr. FdrxiVall. 
With additions by Mrs. C. C. Stopes. 
(250 copies on !v.) 17^. 6</. n et. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A, C. 

SWJNBCRN'K. Crown 8vo, cloth. 8*. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
SwiKUURNE. CruWQ 8vo, buckram, ti, 
net. 

Shakespeare the Boy: The Home 
and School Life. Games and Sports, 
Manners. Customs, and Folk>lore of the 
Time. By W. J, Rolfk. With ^ Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6rf. 

Shakespeare's Sweetheart : a 
Romanoe. By Sarah H. Stkrlino. 
With 6 Coloured lUtistratlons by C. E. 
Peck. Square 8vo, cloth, tt. 



SHARP (WILLIAM).-Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6dL 



5HERIDAN»5 (RICHARD 
BR INS LEY) Complete Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies : The Rivals 
and The School for ScandaL 

Edited by Brander Matthews. With 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. buckram. iat.6dL 



SKIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
The Purple Olond. Cr. 8\o. cloth. zs.td. 
Unto the Third Generation. Cr.Svo. 

cloth, 6y. 

SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in- 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C. HOTTSN. With95 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo.cloth. 3'.6<<. 



SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 

Por Idfe— and After. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 6j. 
Post Bvo. illustrated boards. %s, each; cloth 
limp. 3t. 6<^ each. 
The Rin< o* Bells. 
Tinkletop's Crime. | Zeph* 
Dramas of I<ife. With 60 Illustrations. 
My Two Wives. I Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a L>andlady. 
Scenes troxsL the Show. 
The Ten Commandments. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, i^. each; cloth, 
XA td. each. 
The Datfonet Reoiter' and Reader. 
The Case of Qeor^e Candlemas. 
Datfonet Ditties, i Life We lave. 
Young Mrs. Caudle, 
lii Tintf of liondon. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. t>d, each; post Z^o, 

picttn-e boards. 21. each ; cloth, a«. 6J. each. 

Mary Jane*s Memoirs. 

Mary Jane Married. 

Datfonet Abroad. 

Rogues a nd Vag abonds. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. (xf. eachi 

Onoe upon a Christmas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations by Cuas.Grbkn,K.I. 

Jn I^ondon's Heart. 

A Blind Marriage. 

Without the lamelight. 

The Small-part lAdy. 

Biographs of Babylon. 

His Wife's Revenge. 

The Mystery of Mary^Anne. 
Picture cloth. Hat back, is. eacli. 

Rogues and Vagabonds. 

In l«ondon 's Heart. 
POPOLAH Editions, medium 8vo, dd, each. 

Mary Jane*s Memoirs. 

Rogues a nd Vaga bonds. 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible 
liOndon. Crown 8vo. leatherette, u, 

Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8vok u. 
Crown 8vo, cloth 6*. each. 

For Iiife-and After. 

Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis- 
piece by High Thomson. 
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SHELLEY'5 Complete WORKS 
In Veraeand ProM. Edited by H. 
Herns shepherd. Five VoX, crown 
fivo.doth. 'Kf, 6d, each. 
PoeUoal Works, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. 1. Margaret Nicholttun ; Sbclte/K 
Correspondeace wtth Stockdale ; Wandering 

icw : Queen Mab : .\iastor : Rojtaiind aua 
lelen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 
Vol. II. Laon and Cythna: The Ceiici; 

iulian and Maddato ; Swellfoot the Tvrant ; 
he Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion : Hellas. 
-Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The 
^f asque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozu ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Maiiow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism : 
Letters to Leif;h Hunt : Minor Writings. 

VoL II. Essays: Letters from Abroad; 
Trt^nsJntion* and Fragmcnls* : a Biocranhy 



SHHRARD (R. H.).— Rogues. 

Crown 8v«x cloth, i.t. M. 



SHERWOOD (MARQARB I ).— 

DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Fror.tisp cce. Crown 8vo. cloth, j5. 6f 



Sli>TER DORA. By M. Lonsdale. 

D<*m V Kvo. 4/f. : cIo« h. 6rf. 



SLANU DICTIONARY (The): His- 

torical and Anecdotal. ' Cr. Hwi. cl.,6.». 6.^ 

S M fi D L E Y iCONSTANCEJT^ 
The June Princess. Crown 8to. 

c'o'h 6.C. jSh^rtly. 



bmllH (J. MOYR), Books by. 
The Prince of Argolti. With 130 

1 1 1 us'vTa I ion"*. Post 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. 

The Wooinifof the Water Witdi 

With ll!u«tr.Uions. Pnn\ 8vo, cloth, (is. 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 

«vo, IS.: cloth, I J. (ki. 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

Songs of Adieu. 4to, Jap. vellum. 6;. 

SO W E R B Y~lMr~and~Q.), 

Children's Books by. 

Bumbletoes: their Adventures with 
Belinda and the Bultonaboy. pictured 
in 12 Coloured Scenes and 18 other 
Illustrations by Millicknt Sowerby 
With Vei ses by Githa Sowerby. Small 
crown Svo, decorattd boards. i*.6rf% net. 

Childhood: Twelve Days from our You 1 h. 
Pictured in Colours by MiLT4CE?fr 
Sowerby. and written in Verse by Githa 
Sowerby. Crown 4to. cloth. 3*. 6d. net 

irostcrday*8 Children. With 12 
Illustrations in Colour and m mv in Line 
bv MiLMCKNT SOWERBY: and Verses 
by GiTHA Sowerby. Crown 4to. cloth. 
^^ 67. nrt. 



6PENSER for Children. ByM.H. 

TOWRY. With Coloured lUustrations by 
W. y. Morgan. Crown 4to. cloth, ^t. 6d. 



SPETTIGUE (H. 

Heritasre of Bve. 



H.). - The 

Cr Rvo. cloth. 6*. 



SPEIGHT (E. E.).-'l he Galleon 

of Toi tay. Crown Svo, cluth, 6f. 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8to. Hlostrated boards, ts- each. 
The Mysteries, of Heron Qyke. 
By Devious Ways. 



Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Room. 
Back to LIfia. I Quittance in FuU. 



The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burro's Romance. 
A Husba nd from the Sea. 
Crown Svo. doth. -j^s. td. eacii 
Her I^adyslilp. t The Grey Moaki 
The Master of Trenanoa. 
The Secret of Wyvem Tomrera. 
Doom or Siva. I JLs It was "Writtmm 
The Web of Fate. 
Bxperien oes of Mr. Ve rxtftoyle. 

' Stepping BUndfold; Cr.Sro^ ciolh.6s. 
Wife orMo Wife.Po6t 8vo. cloth, ix. 6d. 



SPIELMANN (MRS. M. H.).~ 
Mar^ery Radford and her FriendJ. 

With numerous Illustrations by Goiccvia 
Browkk. Large crown 8to. c oth. sjc net. 



SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE). — An 

Indggtrioes Chevalier. Cr. S'to, 6*. 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by- 
Doris and I. Crown 8yo, ck>th, 3s. oJL 
Carlton Priors. Crown 8v<x ctotfa. 6t> 

STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Plash of the WIIL Ct.Sto. cloth. 6f. 



STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott Svo. clotn, aj. 6^ 

STEDMAN (E- C.).~VictorUn 

PA^tx. Crown 8vo. cloth ot 



STEPHENS (RICCARIK)).— The 

Crttcifform Mark. Cr. 8vo. d^ .^t. 6d. 



STEPHENS (R- NEILSON).— 

Philip Winw ood. Cr. Svo.cl^ ,v. 6rf. 



STEPNIAK (S.) 

of a New Reifn : a Sttidj 
Russia, '" 



At the Da 

idy q£ Hot 
Crown'Svo, cloth. 6jt. 



odcm 



STERN DALE (R. ARMITAQE). 

—The Afghan KoKe. Posi8vo,clo;li, 

V ^- ' »"'i"*trated boards, zs, 



STERNE (LAURENCE^.— 

A Sentimental Journey* With f^ 
Illustrations by T H. RoBlKSOH, and 
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vs\ 

cloth cilt 3«. f>;i. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 
Affairs of State. Crown 8vo. doth, 

3s,6d. 

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 

Youns Master of Hvson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown Svo. doth, 
$s,6d. : picture cloth, flat back, an 

STODDARD (C. W.), Books by. 

Post Svo. cloth, gilt top. 6s. net each. 
South- Sea Idyls: t^ummer Cruirine 
The Island of Tranquil Delists. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C 



29 



5TEVENS0N (R, LOUIS). 

Works by. Cr. 8yo. buckram, 6*. each. 

Tpavels with a Donkoy. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Ckank. 

An Inland Yoyatfe. With a Frontis 
piece by Walter Ckank. 

F4millav Stadles of Men ft Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Yirtfinibus Puerisque. 

Ballads. t Prln6e Otto. 

Aoross the Plains. 

Weir of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas. 

Bssays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays in the Art of Writintf. 

A i;K>wden Sabbath Morn. Illus- 
trated by A. S. Boyd. 

Bongs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, ss. 

Mew Arabian Nights. Crown 8vu. 
buckram, 6s. ; post 8vo. illust. boards, as.: 
Popular Edition', mediui p Bvo, 6d, 

Large crown Svo, cloth, 71. bd. net each r 
parchment, lat, 6rf. net each ; . Large P.\PJtR 
EDITION, parchment 2U. net each. 
An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus- 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, bv Nokl Rookk. 
Travels with a Donkey in the 
Oevennes. With 12 illustrations in 
Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 
other Decorations, by NOBL RoOKB. 

A Child's Garden of Verses. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerou.* 
Black and White Drawings by MiLLl- 
CKNT SOWERBY. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
Ss. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch- 
ment, los. td. net. 

Post 8vo half -cloth, is. net each ; leather, 

2s. net eac!i. 
Prayers Written at Yaillma. 
A Christmas Sermon. 



The Suioide Club; andTheRajah*s 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
Nioms.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
HSNNESSY. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3.?. bd. 

The Stevenson Reader. i<:dited by 
Lloyd Osbourxe. Post 8vo, doth. 
2s. bd. : buckram, gilt lop. 31. bd. 

The Pocket RX.S.: Favourite Pas 
sages. i 6mo.cl.. 25. net ; le ather. 3*. net. 

Large TYPE, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, pilt edges, 3*. net each. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Yirginibus Puerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men ft Books. 
Nen^ Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Aoross the Plains. 
, The Merry Men. ,, 
Prince Octo. 
In the South Seas. 
P^Uecied PQem» of E^* L. 9. 



STEVBiN50N (R. L,O\}\S)-c0PUinued. 

R. L. Stevenson : A Study. ByH.B. 
Haildon. With a Portr^is. Crown 
Fv ». buckram, bs. 

Rcoalleotions of R. I«. Stevenson 
in th4 Pacific By Arthur John- 
STONB. With Portrait and Facwnille 
Letter. Crown 8vo. buckram. 6*. net 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6^. each. 
The Man Apart. 
The Little Pod's Drum. 
STRUTT (JOSEPH).— The 
sports and Pastimes of tbe People 
of England. With 140 lUuslrations. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 3J. bd. 



STUART (H. LONQAN.)- 

Weeping Cross. Crow n 8vo.^l->th, 6if. 

SDLTAN CTHE) AiND HIS SUB- 
JECTS. By Richard Davev. With 
Portrait. Demv 8vo. cloth, 75. bd net 

SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by the Tatftfaii. Cr. 8vo, 3*. (>d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8v o. ctoth. flnt back, is. 

SURTEES (ROBERT). — 
Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks*s 
Hunt With 79 lUuats. by JOHN Lkech. 
Pos t 8vo. picture cover , i ^. ; cloth. 25 . 

SUTRO (ALFRED). —The 

Foolish VirglnKi Fcp. 8vo. \s.\ cU. u.td. 



SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J. 
ARMOY KNOX.— On a Mexican 
Mustanir Through Texas, from the 
Gulf to the Rio Grande. With 265 Illns- 
traHon«<. Demy 8vo. cloth, x*. b,1. 



SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por- 
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. Bvo. cl., 3i. bd. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. Rv J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3J. bd. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 
CHARLE5) WorlM. 
Mr. Swinburne's Golleoted Poems. 

In 6 Vols., crown 8vo. 36 «. net ihe set. 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra- 
gedies. In <VnK. cr Svo, yis ne» the<^». 

Selections i>om Mr. Swinburne's 

Works. Fc ap. 8vo. 6x. 

The Queen- Mother ; and Rosa- 
mond. Crnvvii 8vo. 7^. 6./. net. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo.^. 
Chastelard: A TmRtdy. Crown 8vo. 71. 
Poems and Ballads. First Skries. 

Crown 8vo. fw. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Seribs. 

Crown 8vo. <).v. 
Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 

Crown 8vo, 7*. 
Soni^s before Sunrise. *^own 8vo, 

lo*. bd. 
Both well: A Tragedy Crown 8vo, ii%.bd. 
Bon^s of Two Nations. Crown 8vo,e«. 
George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G. 

Chapmak « \Vcrk> > Crown 8vo, ys. bd, 
Bs^a^Q and Studies. Crown Svo.iati 



Digitized by V^OOQIC 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



30 ^ 

SWINBURNB<A. O—c^niitnud. 
Kreolitbeiia : A Tragedy. Ciown8vo,6s. 
A Hottt on Charlotte BroBte. Crown 

8vo. 6s, 

A Stvdy of SliakMpeaM. Crown 

8vo. Ss. 
Bontfs off the Bprlntftldei. Crown 

8vo. 65. 

Studies in Sontf . Crown S\o. 7s. 
Mapy Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8to,8«. 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo,q«. 
A Century of Roundels* Small 4to, is. 
A Midsummer Holiday, Cr.Svo, 7*. 
ifarino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 
8vo. ds. 

A Study of Viotor Hutfo. O 8to, 6s. 
Misoeilanies. Crown 8vo. 12s, 
IaO€UPines ATraiJedy. Crown &vo, 61. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8vo^ 7s. 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown Svo^ ts. 
Astrophelt fto. Crown Svo, 7^, 
Studies in Prose and Poetry. 

Crown 8vo, or. 
The Tale of Balen. Crown Svo. 7s. 
Rosamund^ Queen of the Z«om- 

bards: ATru^edy. Crowu 8vo, o^. 
A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, 71. 
LoYO's Cross -Currents: A Year's 

Letters. Crown tivo, (>s. net. 
William Blako. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 
The Duke of Oandia. Crown 8to, ss. 
The Age of Shakespeare. Crown 

ftvo, ts. nrt. 



THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels hv. 
The atren'B VTeb. ^Cr. 8to. dL, 3^ 6/ 
Comrades True. Xlvown sVo. doUi.^ 



THOMAS (BeRTHA)» Novels bw. 
In a Cath edral Ctty. a ,9ro, cU it.Q^ 

Crown Svo, ooth. 6s.'< 
The Houee on the Soarw ' 
The Son of the Housei. 



THOitlSON*S SEASONS.aad Tiie 

CesUe of Indoleaoe^ Witk Stcd 
Platet.and 48 otbet lUostratloas. Croera 
8vo. c!othi*iU. 7^- 6<L ' 

THOREAU: His Ufe aii4 AIok. 

By A. U. PaGB. Wilk a Fartnlt. Ftet 
8vo, buclcfinn. y. 6i£. 

tHORNBURY (W A L T E R). 



Tales for the Marlnee. 

illustnited boards, zs. 



Ppst 810, 



TIMES (JOHN), Works try. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. 6d. eacb. "^ 
Clubs and Club xafe in T«f>iidiin. 

With 41 lUiut ration^ 
English •Booentrles and Booea- 
_ tricitie s. W ith 4$ Ilto6tra tk>a&. 

TOMPKINS (HERBE^~W::jr=^ 
Mersh-Coontry l<^mbl«s. tVUb s 

PronUspiccc. Crown Svo. cloth, (tiu * 



SWINNERTON (FRANK A,).- 
The Merry Heart. Crown Svo. cloib, 
6j. _ ___ [Shor tly, 

SYRETT (NEtTA).-Annc Page. 

Crown Svo, c'oth. ti(. 

T7\rNE'S~"Histoo' of English 
Literature. Trans. byHE-VRY Van Laun. 

Four Vols., demv 8vo, cJ., 30s.— POPULAR 
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, d., 15*. ; 
I'lXE Paper Edition, In Four Vols., with 
32 Portraits, potrSvo, cloth.i^iUtop. a<.uet 
per vol. : leathe r, gilt edges. %x. net pervot 

TALES FOR~~THE~lFiOMES: 

By TW'ENTY-SlX W«LL-KSOWNAUTHOKS. 

Edited by Rev. J. Marcuant, Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo ME- 
MORIAL Fu.\D. With 3 Portraits. Crowu 
Rvo. cloth, ss. net 



TREETON (ERNEST A.).— The 

Instigator. Crowa 8vo, cloth, 6s, 



TAYLOR (TOM). ~ Historical 

Dramas. Crowa Svo. is. each. 
•Jeanne Darc' 
•TwixT Axe and Crown.' 
•The Fool's Revenge.' 
•Arkwkight's Wife.' 

' A\?;E IiOLE\'N.' 

'Plot and K^ssion.' 

TEMPLE~lSiR RICHARJE)P=A 
Blrd's«eye View of Picturesque 

Wit" ' " " ' 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

ky. Crown 8vo, ctotb. 3^. 6d. eadi; post 
Svo, illustrated tx>nrds, 2s. each. 

Thtt We^ We Xav« Nov. 

Praa Frohmann. I Marlon Fmy. 

Tbe Itfut d'Iieatfttera. 

Post Sro, iUw^rated boards. 2s. caciL 

Kept in the Dark. 

The JUnerloaii Senatop. 

The Oold en liton ef-Q ranpMwa. 

Mr. Scarboroiupi'ii FMnlly. Crowa 

8vi\ cloth, 3.C. (*d, ^' 

TROLLOPE ^FRANCES E.|. 

NoTols by. Crovm/Siro, cloUi, sx.luL 
each ; po»t S\x», iUu«tnitedboardtr3«.eekcli. 

Like Bhlps upon the Sea. 

Mab el'g Protftftw. I JLnne Fnwaeee . 

TROLLOPE (T. A.).— Dbutiottd 

Cat DUmee^. Post Svo. iJhis. h^ ag. 



India. 



1th 32 lUuRts. Cr. Svo. cl.. 6s. 



THACKERAYANA : Notes and 

Anecdotes. With numerous Sketches by 
THACK»tR.A.Y. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. 
Thackeray (The Pocket). Arranged 
by A. H. Hyatt. In i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2j. net ; leather, gilt top, 3^. net. 



rURENNE (RAYMONO)--^TIic 
Lost of the Mammoths, Grown Snx 

cloth, 3J. 6(i. 

TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 

UNIFOKM LIBRARY EDITIOX. v^own 

Svo, cloth. $s. 6«£."each. 

Mark Tvain'iI«ittraryorHnniom>. 

With 197 IHustrations by E W. Kbiubm^ 
Roughlnif It: ana The Umooente 

at Home. With 200 tUustrations by 

F. A. FrASKR. 
The American Claimant With 81 

Illustrations by HAL HuRST and othort. 
Pndd*nhead WUsoh. With Portrait 

and Six Illustrations by Louis Loeb, 
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* The JldTentaresof Tom Sawyer. 

With It! Itlustnltions. 
Tom Sawyer^ Abroad* With 36 

Illustraltoiis bv Dax Beard. 
Vom BawyeFt DoteotlTO, With Port 

* A^Tramp AbroaiJL With 314 liiusts. 
*Tno liinoooiita Abroad: or. N«w 

Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illa'^ts. 
•Tho QUded Atfe. By Mark Twain 

and C. IX V/axkkr, With 312 Iliusts. 
'The Prince and the Pauper. 

With 190 Illustrntigtv:. . 

* lilfe on the Mlsslselppi. 300 Illmts. 
*The Adventores of fiuiokleberry 

Finn. 174 Illusis. bv E. W. Kkmhlii. 
•A Yankee at the iDourt of King 

Arthur. 220 IHusttf. by Dan Bbaro. 
•The Stolen White Blephant. 
•The A1JMO,000 Bank-Mote. 
A Double-barrelled Deteotive 

Story* With? IHiKtratiouA. 
Personal Reoollections of Joan of 

Arc Wlti) 12 Iliusts. by F. V. Du Uoau 
More Tramp* Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted Hadley. 

burtf . With Front i^pirce. 
The Gholoe Works of Mark Twain. 

With Life, Portrait, and lUuftrations. 
•»• The Boolcs marked • may be had also in 

post 8vo» picture cloth, at 2 t. each. 
Popular EomoKs. medium 8to, fid. each. 
Tom Sawyer, i A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prin oe and the P auper. 
Mark Twain*s Sketches. Pott 8v<> 

doth, gilt top, XT. Qet ; leather, gilt edgcft 
3^. oct; picture boards. 2s, 

TWELL5 (JULIA H.).— Et tu. 

5e|ji«ej^ Crown 8vo. cloth. f>t. 



TYTLER (C C. FRASER-),— 

MIstrejS iladltli. Crown 8vo(, cloth, 
V. 6 </.; pott 8v o. illustrated board s, xs. 

TYTLER (5ARAH), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, cloth. $3. 6d. each ; p<»t 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 35. each. 
Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackball Ghosts. 
What She Came Th rough. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Saint Mungo*B City, l Xiady Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Disappeared. I Noblesse Oblige. 
Beauty a nd the Beast. 

Crown aro, coth. 31. 6d, each. 
The M&cdonald Iass* 
The Witch-Wife. 
Rachel Langton. I Sapphira 
Mrs. Carmivmael's Goddesses. 
A Honeymoon's Bdipee. 

A Young Drag on. 

Crown Sn'o. cboth. (u» each. 

Three Men of Mark; 

In.01arlsea's Day. 

Sir David's Visitors. 

The Poeit and His Guardian Angel. 

Oitoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo. 

picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Brides Pass* Post &vo, Uius- 

tratcd boards, 2m, 



^l 



UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 

The Queen against Owen. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 3*. ba. ; picture clolh. flat bncU, 
Xf. ; post 8vo, picture boards, xt. 

The Phantom Torpedo-Boats. 

Crown 8vo, clotli, 6s. 



VANDAM (ALPERT D.).--A 

Court Trasredy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. (x i, 

VASHTI and ESTHER. By 

• Belle • of Tht World, Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3* f^. 



VENICE IN THE EiOHTEENTH 

Century. By Philippk Moxniek. 
Translated from the French, with a 
FronH^^n lecc. Dem y 8vo. c l.. 7*. <S^. net. 

VI z E T E lITy "Tern EST a".), 

Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td, each. 
The Scorpion. 
The ];K>Ter*s Progress. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth.6t. 

The Wild Marquis: Ufc and Adven- 
tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil. 
Crown Svo. clolh. 6*. 



WALLACE (LEW.;.— Ben-Hur : 

A Tale of tbo Christ. Crowo 8vo, 
cloth. 3f . fid. 



WALLER (S. E.).— Sebastianl's 

Secret. With o Iliusts. Cr. Svo. cl.. fa. 



WALTON and^OTTON'S 

Complete Anffler. Polt Svo, clotli. 
tMlt. a*, net : krathcr. vjill cdfjes. 3t. net. 



WALT WHITMAN, Poems by. 

Edited, with Introduction, by W. M. Kos- 
SBTTI. With Port. Cr. Svo, bucjcram. 6j. 



cloth, 



WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 
Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cl< 
35. fid. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2^. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Heart of a Girl. WithSIUusts. 
What Ought She to Do? 
Tom Dawton. 

The Youngest Miss Brown. 
The Old House at tho Corner. 
My Lady of IThlms. 

Crown Svo, cloth, is. td. each. 
A Fight to a Finisoi 
The Old House at the Corner. 
Love and L ordship. 

WARMAN (CV).— The Express 

Mes senger. Crown Svo. cloth. 3% <W. 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).— 

The Daffodils. Crown Svo. cloth, u . f4, 

WESTALL (WILL.), Novels^byT 
Trust-Money* Crown 8 vo. cloth. 31; cj.; 
post Svo, illustrated l>oards, aj. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6j. each. 
Dr. Wynne's Bevenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A Very Queer Business. 
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Google 



CHAtrO & \VINDUS» PUBLISHERS. 



3* 

WESTALL (WlLU\NiX-^ou:iH,^^.i. 
Crown 8vo. cl'^th, .v. 6rf. eacii, 
A Wom&n Tamptod Him* 
Fop Honour ana Life. 
Her Two MIllioiiB. 
Two Pinohos of SnulL 
Witli the Rod Batflo. 
A Bod BrldaL I Nitfol Porteaouo. 
Bon Clougb. I Blroh Dene. 
The Old Faotonr. 
Sons of Belial. I Strange Crimes. 
Her Ladyship's Beoret. 
The Phantom City. 
Balph Morbreok's Trust. 
A Queer Raoe. i Red Byvlhtfton. 
Roy of Roy's Court. 
As Luok would have It. 
As a Man Soirs. 
The Old Ban k. 

With the Red BaglOi Popular 
EomoK medium 8vo. od. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), b^ 
Chapters on Bvotntlon. wUb 2% 

Illustrations. Crowa 8vo, cloth, jt, di, 
L«lsure-Ttme Studies. Withnuatn- 
' tiuiis. Crown 8vo, doth. 61. 
Common Aooldents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr. 8va ix. : doih, u.6£ 

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 

by. 
Regimental Legends. Post 6m, 

l.Iusiratrd boards, 9s. ; dotli, 2s. 6d. 
Cavalry LUie; and Betftmental 

Legends. Crown Svo, ctoih, ix. bd, : 

picture clo^i. flat back. 2t. 



WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Sen!s. 2*. 
Warrant to Execute Mary ({neen 
of Scots. Inc!udinf< Queen Eliz;AbetA'» 
Sif^nature and the Grea; S<'al. 2s. 



WEBBER (BYRON). —Sport and 

Spangles. Crown 8v<), cioth. at. 



WERNER (A.) . — Chapenga'5 

VV hite Man. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6rf. 



WESTBURY (ATHA). — The 

5hadowoffmlton Fernbrook. Crown 

8vo. cloth. 3x. Ni. 



WHEELWRIGHT (E. O.).— A 

.Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo cloth. 6s 

VVHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 
A Forbidden Name. 
ISany Ways of Love. With 8 Illusis. 

Crown ^xo, cloth, ts, each. 
Maseppa. 

Near tne Tsar, near Death. 
A S plendid Impostor. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 
liegendf. Charms. and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. fki. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

bvo. cloth. 71. tj. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 

8vo. cloth, Ox. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth. 2s. 6d, 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 
Child Widow. Post 8vo, iilust. bds.. 2s. 



WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. $s. tni. 
His Dead Past. Crown 8to, doth, 6s. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post 8vo. illustrated boards u. cairk. 
Passenger from Scotland Tard. 
The Bngllshman of the RueCala. 

WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER)-- 

Rachel Armst r ong. Post Svga^GJ L 

WRAQQE (CLEMENT U).- 
The Romance of the Sooth Seas. 

With $4 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth. 
7s. 6d. net 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), by. 
Caricature History of the OeorgM; 

or, Ann;«l9 of the House of Haoorcc 
With Fronti3{^ece and over 300 lUostia- 
tiona. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6tL 
History of Carloature and of the 
Grotesque in Art, Literature. 
Sculpture, and Painting, liiss- 
trated by F. W. Fairuolt. Crown 9n, 
cloth, 7*. W. 



ZANGWILL (LOUIS) A Nine- 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown Svu. 
cloth, ZS' 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, ts. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Translated or Edired, 
with Introduction!, by Ernest A. Vizt- 
TELLT. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d, each. 

His Masterpiece. I The Joy of Lifia 

GerminaL 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abhe Mouret*s Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Roogons. 

The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money* 



His Excellency. 
The DownfBblL 
Lourdes* 
Rome. 
Paris. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Frnitrulneas. 
Work. 
Truth. 



rfe 



ipULAR Editions, medium 8vo^ 6d, each. 
e Fortune of the Rougons. 
Lourdes I Ronie. | The DownftUl* 
Paris. I Money. | The Dram- 
The Joy of Life. | shop. 
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